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TEMPER. 



ACTI. 



ScBNB. — Drawing Room at Sir Charles Tempest's. — Sir 
Charles in a window-recess on one side, stretched on a sqfa^ 
listlessfy teazing a bird in a cage over his head. — Lady 
Tbmpest on the other side^ seated, observing him. A pause. 

Lady T. Sir Charles ! 

Sir C. M m ! 

lAxdy T, Can you find nothing better to do than teazing 
that poor bird ? 

Sir C. (whistles to the bird.) 

Lady T. Why don't you— 
• Sir C, {in a roar.) Because I don't choose. 

Lady T. There it is. Any body may speak to you except 
your wife. 

Sir C. Lady Tempest ! 

Lady r. Sir Charles ! 

StrC. B — r — ^r — ^r — ^r — {throws himself back in vexation 
on the sofa.) 

Lady T. There again ! You will really destroy my 
nerves. 

Sir C. [lea'ps up.) You have no nerves — no heart. You 
are xnSide of cast metal. You are wearing me. out, madam. 
You are a perpetual drop — plash ! plash ! plash ! If I 
were a stone^ I must wear out in time. 
' Itiidy T. {coming forward and speaking slowly and calmly.) 
Now vvhat have I said to you this morning ? ^ 



5 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



a TEIffPER. 

8ir G. Niggle— niggle-^niggle ! /i . 

Lady T. Ah ! you are always happy abroad, wid miser- 
able at home. 

Sir C. And you are never happy anywhere. ' \ 

Idxdy T. You are alwayi^ dissatisfied unless you hihre 
company. 

Sir C. And you are never satisfied whethiet you E^ve 
company or not. 

Lcufy T. lUdiculoualy open-hearted to people you never 
sawbrfore. ^ 

Sir C. What then ? You consider common goodnature 
a Clime ?■ 

Lad2( T. Good-nature ! I wish people would call things 
by tbeit right names. Your last acquaintance is always the 
mareit 'friend you have in the world. 

Sir C I happen, madam, to love human natjure — ^you 
love nothing but self. 

Ladv T. Tia ^ pity your human nature doesn't include 
your ramily. Do talk intelligibly for once. Have you 
taken any trouble to procure that secretaryship for your 
brother which Lord Southern ofiered you ? 

Sir C. I hate asking favours. 
. Zady r. Asking ? The place was oflfered to you. 
. • jSrr C Welt— I hate taking favours for my own brother. 

Lady T. But you have no objection to take them for 
utter strangers. Ah ! Sir Charles, Sir Charles ! You have 
one hopeless iault in your character. 

Sir C. Lady Tempest — ^Lady Tempest — what may that 
bel '>'•..'- 

Lady T. You don't know how to say " Ifo." 

Sir C. I donH? You shall see/ madam* IfU i^ow you 
wheth^ I can say " No/' or not. I can't say ^^No — • 
dan't I? 

Lady T. Oh ! I dare say you can — in the wrong place ! 
(TiihH a Iktet out cf her pocket.) You know the hanAv 
writing— -Dr. Grasp— {He snateket ^ letter.) Oh! You' 
may read it. r 

; flfr a It is Ofttep's handwriting; ' 

LadyT.{^meiuttcidly) A physidan— without practi(je# 
A person nobody kn6ws-*-whom I never saw but once^ 
lias the impertinence to write to me thaiiking mer-nie !p- 
fw yduf great' kil«ftie9& in procuring for hii son— (I Mh'^ 
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even know he had a son !) — the sitoation of private seere- 
twy to X^rd Southern. 

Sir C. (aside.) What a fool that Grasp is ! 

Lady T. And you pre&r leaving your brother to idleness, 
.ijir^hifidjl be his ruin. The poor boy is sure to do some- 
thing foolish for want of occupation. 
-1 ^^ G^ listen to me, madam. Ton have entertained 
yourself the whole morning with my faults. Let me tell 
y^u some qf yours* You talk too much — ^your tongue is 
worse than a steam-engine— you oppose every thing— 
iu>tbiQg pleases you — you are the antagonist principle— 
you do not understand society — ^your ignorance and your 
temper will widow you, madam. 
, £adv T. You don't threaten me with suicide, I hope. 

SirC. You shall have no such chance — I intend to live 
forever! 

Lady T. So do I. 

Sir €. Separation is inevitable. I have told you so a 
thousand times. 

Lady T, I know you have. 

Sir C. Don't deceive yourself. You shall find somebody 
else to worry to death— I have made up my mind. 

Lady T. Oh ! very well. 

[^TTiey toalk up and down in a violent pa$6wn. 

Enter Mr. Godfrey* 
Godfrey. Beg pardon — don't let me inttmipft your 
amusement. 

Sir C. My dear Godfrey, you are the only man in the 
tmiverse whose opinion — (Godfbby (Jiechs Aim)— *on some 
suWects,,! — 

^Xady jT, You know what value to place on ihat profes- 
sion, Mr. Godfrey. 

Cfo^w. Its exact value— a puff of air. 
,^r U./That^s so like you— the best hearted fellow in 
^^^ndrrl don't care about your looks. 
^ady T. He says that to every body. 
Sir C. Don't mind my wife— she (Goi>frby checks kim) 
s^epfms^^ weaned on vine^r and biUer almonds. 
*'^^J1 Yoi; know him, Mr. Godfrey. 
^(mj^ey looks ambiguously. 

^^^^\T'^ understand you, sir. fliiflriwdi thinki am 
always in the wrong. 

b2 
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4 TEMPER. 

. Godfrey. Th^y think you're both in the wrprig. 56c5ety 
doesn't trouble itself to make nice distinctions in 'i^ch 
cases. '".'"' '^y*^^^ 

Sir C. The very observation I have made over aW X^er 
a^in to Lady Tempest. ' ' - ' *^ * 

Lady T. If it were not for my endurance, we sHoilld itaikrt'cl 
every day of our lives. ' V ^/ ' 

, &r C. We do quarrel every day of our lives-^ii^ht^ 
noon, and morning — we do nothing else. 

Godfrey. Before yomr friends ? 

Lady T. No — only before you. 

Sir C, We look upon you as the intimate friend of the 
family. 

Godfrey. You are very obliging. Suppose, by way of 
:T?ffi^y» yQ^ were just to praise each other. Tls wonderful 
the effect of a little flattery. 

Sir C. Praise her 1 — the most gentle, amiable— 

Lady T. And you, the most domestic, judicious — 

Sir C. We are too fond of each other — 

Lady T. We don't know what it is to have a word of 
difference — 

Sir C. Such tenderness^ 

Lady 1\ Such prudence — 

Sir C. Iron — 

Lady T. Water— 

Sir C, No more soul than a stone — 
, Ladi/ T. No more sense than a post-^ 

Sir €. Wasp ! 

Lad^ T, Toad ! 
_^^^,,Sir a Fury! 

Lady T. Monster! [Exit. 

Sir C Huzza! — she's gone — now, my dear fellow, I 
breathe again. What's the news P How d'ye do ? Huzza ! 

Godfrey. If that's the effect of praise, you had better stick 
to t^e old system. Be quiet — I want to talk to you on 
business. 

Sir C. I hatebusiness](GoDFEBY checks him). WcM— Iltn 
re9dy« 

Godfrey. Florence Wilmot was of age yesterday. 

Sir a Well-^ , 

.Godfrey. Our legal responsibility^ as trustees under hbr 
fatheyswili, is at an end. 
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vt^>C- WeU— 

ji, Vrocjfre^. Has it ever occurred to you that we have a 

moral responsibility also ? 

., .S,ir^ Cf Qh, certainly. 

Godfrey. TJntil she was of age, she was to live either under 
|«><^p;^pt^tiQu or mine. Now, as I am a bachelor, of course 
tne cnarge fell upon you. 
^ f ^. C, What Is all this to lead to ? 

Xjrodfrey, Are you quite sure you have fulfilled your 
moral obligations to her? 

Sir C. Moral? — ^You don't imagine — moral? 

Godfreif* You have done every thing that became a 
guardian? 

Sir CEvery thing* She has had an unlimited command 
of itioi)ey,.aiid her own way from first to last. 

Godfrey. And this you consider fulfilling your' nl6ral 
obligations? 

Sir C. To be sure. She's a charming girl — deucedly 
clever, and as tractable as a child. If you have any thoughts 
of matrimony, she's the very — (Godfrey checks him.) 

Godfrey. Pish! — ^Tractable! She's hot-brained, self-willed, 
and fidl of passion. Clever ! She's what is called a girl of 
intellect — a gir/ of intellect! 

Sir C. So she is — ^a highly intellectual girl. 

Godfrey. I wish you'd speak English. * ' 

Sir C. Now don't talk in that way — it 1^ sp' like Lady 
Tempest! , ' 

Godfrey, Intellectual girl ! You migbt as wfeU" ttdk of 
the Invisible ^rl. What's the use of a girl's iiteHeci but 
to make her idle and obstinate ? She can pl^^ bilUtirds, 
break in horses, and read Latin ; and as to her teai][>e):, you 
[might as well try to curb a whirlwind. ^ 

I , Sir C. But I never tried to curb her. 
3I2,, Godfrey. Then what do you mean by saying she'i tract- 
able ? Lady Tempest herself would be tractable if you'd 
let her do every thing she likes. Suppose she took it into 
fj|ifrl|f»dta'W5flrry,, \, , . 

Sir C. IM give her such a wedding breakfast f 

Godfv^^. Fm not surprised your wife tyirannises' over 

you. You liave not a grain of common sense. This girl^ 

-,.|Hi%i^4^]^^p of lfO,OcS/. at her own disposal, is left to 

be whipped iip by the first feathery scamp hanging on the 
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skirts of society, tli&t happens to make love to lier* ' iFouc 
hoase is nothing better than a house of call fof "^^x 
whipper-snapper you meet ; and out of this chanife m^dfey 
you d allow her to pick out a husband for herself. ' ^ '^' 

Sir C On principle, my dear Godfrey. Young Wbilien 
cannot see too mucti of the world — select society^' tt^lt 9^! 
called, only contracts their ideas. .^ j-^iou 

Godfrey. I never knew they had any. Prtiy hoW' long 
^as your brother Cyril returned from college ? ^ ' ''' 

Sir C. Six months. ' '-'• ^ ; ' { 

Godfrey. Then by this* time he is about as useless a 
Jiuman being as you could desire. ' ' 

Sir C. Oh! Uyril is a student. He has no taste Tor 
company. 

Godfrey, So much the better. 

Sir C* "He is always poring over his bodks. 

Godfrey. So much the worse. He ought to study 
men. 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Mr. Hope Emerson. .. ' 

Godfrey. This is one of your fly-trap acquaintances. 1 
shall go. 

Sir C. Nonsense. Emerson's a capital fellow — a maa 
you particularly ought to know — show him up (exit Ser- 
vant), he leads the &shion in cabs — the best judge of 
horses in Europe. 

Godfr^y^ Every friend of yours is remarkable for some- 
tlupg^uperlative. 

Enter Mb. Hope Emerson. 

Emerson. My dear Tempest, what have you d<me witH 

Peter? 

• Sir C. He's gone. Lady Tempest heard me call hitti 

Peter the Great, because he was so fat, and instantly diH^ 

missed him. 

Godfrey. She was quite right. You hl^^ ^no bttsintss 

to jest with your servants. . ..^ 

Emerwn. Who is your friend. Tempest ? ' ' 

Sir C. {aside.) An excellent fellow~ag rich as Crtesu^. ^ 
Emerson (asidd). The very man 1 riiould like to knoW. 

Jtitroduce me. ^ 

... ", ; .H b-t-: 
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,-,^^ C. AUqw me~Mr. Hope Emerson, a very old 

., Gfw^i^r, Ahem ! 

^ Sir C. jMt* Godfrey, a distinguished — ' 
. Q94fr^' TT^at will do. You may be as sure, sir, that I 
a^ iMsi limi^entin my way as you are for your knowledge of 
horses. 

jJEfz^r^ow. Horses ? What does he mean ? 
Sir C. Mean ? Oh ! — ^you're fond of a spanking horse» 
you know. 

JSmersan. Am I ? — So I am. A horse with fine actioa"— 
snuff the wind — paw — ^paw— 

Sir C (to Godfrty.) You see he understands all about it. 
Godfrey. His stud must be quite a curiosity. 
Emerson. My stud? 
Godfrey. Why, for a gentleman who leads the fasbioa in 

Emerson. Ha ! you very rich men are always such dry wagcf. 

Godfrey. Rich? 

Emerson. I drive a cab, certainly; but I have never 
been able to determine whether I keep the cab, or the cab 
keeps me. 

Godfrey. Well, there is something very remarkable in 
that. 

Emerson. A cab keeps one afloat in the best society. Do 
you understand that ? (Godfrey shaJies his head.) I didn't 
suppose you would, Godfrey — I think you said Godfrey ? 
— -I am a strict diner-out. No man can cultivate dinmg 
out, as an art, without a cab. You will see my cab seftie- 
times for three or four hours together at a door. Some 
people like that. It has an air of style* Intense sky-blue, 

ficked out with cream colour and silver-^tha smallest tiger 
nown in natural history — glazed hat — cockade — ^azure 
l^aiulkerchie^suparfine black frock — white oorda — ^the 
tiniest tiop^boots^ Sure to be asked before I leave the 
house. If they don't ask me, I ask myself. » 

,,. Go^rey. H^ivfe- you no apprehension that, if this were 
knoWn^ they might shut the door in your face ? 

Emerson. My dear fiiend — Godfrey, I think? — every 
th^^lg ddpeads upon its being extensively known. People 
afrlast begyi to say, "Oh ! it's his way." That's my 
charter. Shut the door in my face ? Fd plead privilege, 
and knock again ! 
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Godfrey. Unparalleled effrontery ! . f •?rmA I 

Emerson. Tact, Godfrey — knowledge of thj5 worldAf. ^tti 

I don't mean to dine out all my life. I «b$^|, F^^J^W^ 

marry one of these days — when I hit upon aQi^bQfl}9;j9^1]^I 

comes up to my terms. ;a .? Afi 

Godfrey (aside). The fellow is a sort of S09i4Jirig4M^hH 

Enier Cybil Tbmpbst. ; *\- ? -v\s;\\v»<\?. 

Godfrey. Ha! Cyri!— how d'ye do, boy? Wlja|fs\H|^!? 
matter?— You look as pale ; ' h . ; * .i .f . 

Cyril (confuse^. Pale? Do I look pale? ' ^ \\ 

Cjtw^rey. 'TIs your confounded books —— "' . 

Q^i/* No — no— it is not study — ^I ' ' ' 

GodJ[rm. ^hKtt\ien? " I ' 

43yni. 1 didn't know I looked pale. 

Gbdfrey. Now you look scarlet. ' • 

SirC: Cyril, don't you know Mr. Hope Emferson T " ; J 
(Cyril bows coldly to hint.) 

Godfrey. I like the young fellow's manner to thJit.^ 
swindler— Cyril ! (Takes him up the stage.) \ 

Emerson. Do you dine at home to-dajr. Tempest? 

Sir C. I hardly know. My wife is m one of her teih- ' 

rsrs, and on such occasions I never dine at home — unless 
can make wo n party. 

Emerson. Put me down for one. I'll go to the club and " 
canvass fbr a couple more. 
Sfir Ch You are the best-hearted fellow in the world. 
Enter Servant. 

Servant. Mrs. Chatterton Herbert and Sir Marmaduke 
Topple. 

Godfrey. More visitors. Good morning. Sir Charleir. 

Sir d. You really must not go. What would tbey thinfc 
to see you flying out just as they are coming ifi ? ^ « 

Godfrey. 1 have a mortal aversion to thatwomaq. Her 
tongue is so incessant, that if I oply sa^ her pictiir^ 
J should stop my ears. ..i 

Emerson. Do I know them? , . .. y. 

Sir C. They live in Derbyshire— rpeopje of immense coxv 
^ideration — trace back to the conquer ; as for Sir Marmitr 
duke, hex brother — ^who has come jup to town to conauH 
the phvsicians — one of the most ■■ ■» . , ^ 

Godfrey^ Unfortunate men in^nglanxj*/ Her 7910^,]^^ 
crushed his brain. A man might as well live in a belfry, 
as in the same house with her. Poor Sir Marmaduke! 
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I knew him when he was a fine rattling fellow — now, his 
ri^fMorylA g'bne, and he can hardly connect three sentences. 
SBii^l^ 'f^dtrced him to this. Let me out some back way. 

I^ntotiMrt^t meet them for 

Mrs. Herbert (outside). Very well— 1*11 come up my- 
self^ i'ttoir the way (the servant goes out as she enters, 
speaking rapidly). Ha! ha! my dear Sir Charles, how d^ye 
d^^ and bow d'ye do, and how d'ye do again ? and Cyril, and 
Mr. Godfrey — Fm so glad to see you all again I And how 
is my dear Lady Tempest? and my charming Florence? 
Quite well? And who is this ? (pointing to Emerson.) A 
friend of yours ? How d'ye do ? We shall be delighted to 
see you in the country. Such adventures ; we came by the 
rail-road. First time I was ever on a rail-road, and I promise 
you it shall be the last. Oh ! horrid — poor Sir Marmaduke 
was so frightened ! And two country ladies have come up 
with me who were never in London before; isn't that 
charxpiag ? Two genuine country ladies, my dear Sir Charles. 
We all went to the opera last night — how they did stare si 
the ballet 1 1 actually thought one of them would have fainted ; 
ladies of good family, too; unmarried; sure to marry before 
they le^ve town^ — oh ! I told them so. And where is my 
dear Lady Tempest ? In her own room ? I know the way. 
I must run away with her. I have twenty calls to 
^lake^ and nobody to talk to in the carriage. Poor Sir 
Marmaduke, you know, can^t bear talking. I'm so glad 
to see you all again. Good bye ! I'll leave Sir Marmaduke 
with you till we return. Good bye ! How monstrous well 
you^re looking, to be sure, Mr. Godfrey J Good bye ! Dear 
Lady Tempest — ^in her own room — I know the way. [li^xit. 
The gentlemen walk up and down to recover themselves. 

^V C. She has such a flood of spirits. 

Crodfrey (aside). I wish she was drowned in it. 

'^ Enter Sir Marmaduke Topple, slowly. 

-S(n Alar. !s she gone ? 

Godfrey. She is, thank Heaven ! 

Sir Mar. Ah ! (draws a deep breath.) 

irodfrey. Well, antt how does my good old friend ? 
. Sir Mar. Gailf^ gai!y-^ah I 

1^ <?.' And how have you left all friends in Derby ? 
^ Sir Mar. Gaily — gaily. 

S/kersph. All gaily ? Heasant neighbourhood that. 
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(^ €* Y<m «r6i as ywsxg n ev#r. ,'.^\ rho^q?. 

iSirM^r. Yes^laruly. .: i ::;•.?{ vm 

, Oo^rtjf. But you have come up to consuli thr.fblNj 

sicians? raa^i ui 

. Sir Mar. I can't sleep o' nights— my head is:bad4-,r.3flT 

Godfrey (aside). I don't wonder at that I - ,-MiTt^iii * 

.JSirMur4 But I feel very well — my appetite ^ is, ^obd*^4t^ 

my memory is prodigious. I remember the Frettob Atiiio4 

lution as if it were yesterday. • >v? 

,. ^SJrrrC. The first BevoluUon ? 

: iSKrJtfor. Tnifyi truly. I remember the priee of eora 
was very high—- and there were terrible shipwrecks in 
Soplja^^ai^ «^ there was a great frost^^nd^^-^a gr^at 
number of {>eQple put to death. 
> ,Mm0^$Oit. And ao you remember the second Rer^^ttmi? 
^a8lfr Mar^ No : I do not remember the second ReniH. 
lution« (I 

, . iCMffr^y. And so you have brought two country ladies tof 
tpwn witfi you ? 

Sir Mar. Will you come and see them ? 
€hifreg. Not ['•-rm not a marrying man. 
Emerson. I shall be delighted to wait upon you. JHd 
yott say Mannaduke ? 
. Sir C> J9Bf Marmaduke Topple — Mr. Emerson. 

Sir Mar. Mr. Emerson I I beg pardon — I quite forgot^ 
ywvt^-yottVe'Tery well, I hope? 

Emerson. Never b^ter, my dear Topple. Delighted t^ 

n^e'your acquaintance-— shall come and spend a couple of 

months with you in the country — proud to pay my reiqpects 

td4}io ladies-**! am engaged to^ay-^ine with Tempest 

htnov^tjt tormorrow— your own hoar-*Hio ceremony with. 

me. 

.Sip Mar, A very oU^ng gentkman. > 

Godfrey. Very. ; . j 

-Sir C. And so you have given up IWliament altogetiher? 

Sir Mar. No— >it gave me up« 1 was thrown out at the 

last Toontested election. In my time there were no o<lu- 

tested elections. . m t ! j 

bHiFijCi Ah I You used to wsSk over the course in these 

days. ■• ■; oi 

Sir Mar. Truly — truly. There i*^as no trouWe^ buft a 
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Speech from the hustingt*^' Get^kWen, I ihsnfc yod from 
my heart for this mark of confidence-^4x> represent your 
iHtdnpsliJ in' ptti&ment fbr the sixth Hme, and shall be proud 
to return unsullied the trust you have placed in my hirndsj*' 
Theny fatuuia^ I and up went the caps ; and so there was a 
chairing^ and a great dinner, and flags, and toasts^ and 
speMw,^and«^«thlit was the way they made members o< 
BoriMndntintimy time. > 

Godfrey. Great changes since then, Sir Marmaduke. 
Sir Mar. Truly — trmy. Thej ask plaguy queStkM^s, 
aiid'H-aind-««Hnxis8<*examine you, as if yon were a onminiA in 
the dode; • . > / 

\Emer9etu In fact there is nothing left fbr country jen^^ 
tlemen now but the assembly and the quarter sessions^ ' - 

' >^ Mar. Oood^-^-good. We hare our assize balto, shd 
ovT'tenldi of justices-^-and— and — a strange case caik^ 
before us once — a very curious case, very — ^let me see*^ . 
Y6sj^4^ was a man — ^iio 5 it was his wife— dear4ne!--^%dre 
were a great number of witnesses, I remember, and he*-^ne^ 
she — dear me — ^itfs all gone — gone— gone ! 

Godfrey. Your memory is not quite so p]nOdigtoU9> my 
(M friend, as you imagine. 

Sir Mar. Yes — yes, it is. I have a capital' memwy***" 
except here and there — ^nanies, dates, places, t)iing^,.^itip 
s6nirfiow— but I have a capital memory. 

Godfrey. Well, we must not tax it too heavily so sooa/ 
after your journey. I must come to see you, 

'■ Sir Mar. Do— do. I have two such spinstwps, Qodfiiyyi 
fipomthe country. - - ^ Moat 

'^ehf^j/. Ah! the old spirit, I see, is m)trexii»ctjtetit 

I^bef^e a bundle of letters to write. I will mahefteie witii^ 

your library. Tempest. * ^f i 

Sir C. To be sure* (Exit Godfr»t.) Bough/ but a 

real diamond. 

^ ^Slfc Mar. And I must go, too— now, I lemembe^-*!^— 

a iSiV C. But you tousir wait for your carriage. 

'i^Etner^on. PU take yeu in my cab, and you can intn»* ^ 
duce me to the ladies. ^ i 

^^Si^Mari Pteasant fellow--*he' Wants to be Intrddw^d 

to the ladies. ' -* 

1^ JBmbniMi'Of course I do. ' ^ < 

Sir Mar, A knowing dog— ho ! ho I I remember-^I 
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was pnce as g^% 9. rake — I — ^ho ! ho !*--I wish I was young 
agipn. lEiVii with Qmebson. 

Sir Charles looks after them for a few mimOes, then throtna 
himself into a chair moodily, 

CyriL My poor brother ! How his high spirits sink the 
foment he is left alone. « He seems to Uve only in the ex- 
citement of company. {To him) Charles, why do vou plague 
your^ejf .by asking these disreputable people to mnner ? 

Sir a To escape the greater plague of a family dinner 
with p?iy wife,t But why do you presume to call my friend^ 
JaWepviiabile ? 

'(^/•i^y Tush! You know well enough that such men a^ 



j^^merspn Jiaye no standing. 



>i> C. I know no such thing. Tou are as bad as Ladv 
Tempest. Every thing I do at home is wrong. I'll lock 
myself vp till dinner-time. lEwit. 

Cyril. Could /be so were I married? I think not To 

be sure \ could not marry such a woman as Lady Tempest. 

She wants refinement, heart, enthusiasm — (a guitar is lightly 

touched behind — he starts) — 'Tis Florence ! {he listens— 

JPhOKUNCB^sirMs a snatch of a song outside). 

['JOir^/ Siie peases — yet there is a palpitation still in the. 

air.'. ,..'/., |! 
' ' >.!>'> / * Enter Tloresoe hastily. 

Flo. Oh ! I thovight there was nobody here. 

Cyril. What have you done with your, guitar ? 
jjot/^fc*ffrinfQ¥?n it away. I never satisfy myself. 
,i)K^ii^S%JWgi^ then the emotions you produce in othenu 

Fh. Fraj, no compUment, Mr. Tempest. 

Quril^ : Why do you call me Mr. Tempest ? 
fl„JF7/a.,Why? because — ^you are come home from college^ 
.j(,hav^4^eM: awe of college. . ^ 

- CyriL But Mr. Teo^pest 93 ^0 formal. 

Flo. What should I call ypu^ t^^ J 
. O^f^Pjry.., 

r.T ,J9^,,,Xpn^;do not djl me Plor^nqO. 
..r. Cfew?H»Jtt'wo\4dhe too fftmilia?. 

Flo. t suppose thaf s a specimen of Oxford logic. Jptp 
J0^^\^^ff^.^mSf^ very stupid, I wisji you'd invent aome- 
!thing to amuse |ne' . . , . .,,,v 
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*' VpHV A* lover 6f boolcs can neveir want iitnusisni^nt ^ ' 

J%. But out can't be always moping over books. Be^ 
sides^ I have read every book in this house twice over. I 
wish you'd manufacture a new book for me. 

Cyril. Manufacture ! Have you read the Arcadia yet ? 
. Fh'Xshahl^s her head.) 

0U^iJ' You promised me to try. 

Flo,. Welt * kept my word— 1 did try. But it wouldn't 
do. I hate the old spelling — us for vs, and js for is, and 
honor with o-u-r; and the antiquated words and tanglecl 
sentences. Oh t 1 couldn't. / , . 

Cyril. You do yourself injustice. You ate staitlecl 6h 
the threshold. If you would take courage, and enter Jthe 
enchanted temple, you would be charmed — it is sjt) full of 
j^Qtellectual beauty— beauty, too, so like your own ( ^is 
is not the sphere for you, Miss Wilmot. ^ ^v 

Flo* Oh ! dear, why not? ' ' ' 

CyriL The people my brother collects about him ,kr6 
frivolous, empty — 

Flo. Not one word i^ainst them They are His friends, 
and, therefore, mine. ^ ^ 

Cyril. But — 

Flo. I don^t like huts, they make people look so grav^; 
and I am dying of ennui. Now, will you think of aiomc** 
thing amusing. I'll give you a task — w»te my character. '' 

CyriL Miss Wilmot ! 

jF/o. There now, there's paper— begin. * * ^^ 

Cyril. Your character ? '^. ^ '. ,^ 

Flo. Of course you'll not tell the whole ttulh,'bttt Vou 
are too proud of your judgment to compron^ei it'altbgether. 
Come. ' "^ 

Cyril. I cannot* I should not know where t6 begin.^ 

Fto.^FTL tell you. First, she likes her own way-^all 
women do — ^but give it to her, and, perhaps, she won*t ciaite 
to take it. Second, she's quick in resentment— ^ * 

Cyn/. But quicker to fbrgite ! 

Flo. That's as it may be. Third, she has a teihper 1 - 

Cyril. The summer lightnings thatmak^ thcatmosptiere 
more pure and balmy. Give me the pen. Ydu hair^ in- 
ispired me. ! . , ^ 

Flo. Wdl, that's delightful. Don't be afipaid of 'offfehdlng 
me — I know my faults better than you do. ' J '^' r:"*^^ 
[^She occupies herself about the room, humming a sogn* 
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CyrQ. How my hand trembles {jiteSf stpiggling to conceal 
his emotion after having written). There, I have written 
something {she runs over to take it up). Stay— one moment 
—don't read it yet — till I am gone. IRushes out. 

Flo. What a flurry he's in (reads and becomes suddenly 
agitated — reads again). What is the meaning of this ? 
(She reads aloudy with a broken voice.) " Florence !^^ Flo- 
rence 1— well — ^why should I be frightened at my own 
name? ^'Florence — ^pardon me — I dare not speak what 
I am going to write." No, no, it is some tolly — ^how 
viplentiy I tremble. " I hope you will foigiv©/^ Wt^. \p 
is blotted ! — tears 1 tears I — nonsense. " I love you 1 one 
look will bid me hope or despdr, Cyril.'' Love I Cyril I 




^, ^ -my heart beats as il^i 

Kaa wings. Love I That I should have a human bei^^ 
whole happiness— his I — ^in my hands, to m<ike or destppy 
with a word. I^et me think. {She sinks into a chair,) y 
CxvLiL enters slowly. 

Cyril (approaches and kneels before her). Florence ! . t, 

jF&^ Not now 1^ — ^not now ! 

CjfrU, Florence — dear Florence I — say that you forgive.. 

^,, ^^At this moment Godfrey enters at one door and St r 
Charles at another. Godfrey makes a sign, to, 
, . intimate the confirmation of his suspicions, CY^%L, 
seeingihem^ rises in confusion. Curtain falls. 
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ACT 11. 



ScEirK 1. — Sir Marmabuke Topple*s. Enter Sam, show^ 
i^tn Sir Charles aTtcfEMBRsoN* , 

■ /Sflfwf.'Sir Marmaduke is not down yet; but I will inJFohtt 
myl^Z [Going: 

I ihterioTu Stay — stop, John, How d'ye do, John ? ; lOtt 
iltomber me, John ? 

'^ 5im. I shotdd say not, sir ; {tittering) he! he !^— 
Emerson. You're mistaken, John — 
Sam, Noa — ^if s you that's mistakeii. My name ajn't 
John. 

Emerson. To be sure it wn't — I forgot. {Aside^ V\\ get 
sbtoe information out of this fellow. But I say, Jbhn-*^ 
^ Sam* Sam^ sir. 

^Emerson. Ay, Sara — of course, Sam — ^youVq '1>rought 
up two ladies to town with you, Sam — 
Sam, Noa — I ha'n't brought 'em up — they come by rail. 
Emerson. Yes, yes — ^very handsome, Sam i— eh ? 
Sam. That's good — (tittering he ! he ! 
Emerson. Young ? — ^ich, Sam ?^-eh ? 
Sanu bursts into a roar qjf laughter. 
Emerson. What the deviFs the fellow laughing at? Can't 
]roagiye me a plain answer, sir? (Sau grows serious.) Very 
rich, no doubt, Sam ? 

: Sam. Vm sure I don't know. [Exit. 

Emerson. There's a sample of national character. It is no 
business of his, and, therefore, he knows nothing about it ; 
although he has lived under the noses of these people all his 
life* 

Sir C. Take my word for it the speculation is safe. One 
of them is of a fe^mous old county family, and old families 
always have fortune or interest, which is just the same thing. 
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Emerson. Not at alL Interest is all verjr wdl for a yMag 
curate, who would many his grandmother in th« hom c^ 
dropping into a family living. But what can inteiMt db fdr 
me f I have been all my life laboriously acquiring ^e Mbit 
of idleness, and it would be a sort of social suiode to Mile 
into red tape and routine. No — I have invested fAy ^n^kde 
capital in the careful manufacture of a gentleman^ and hftfn, 
at least, a right to live on the interest. When I marry, it 
must be a sinecure. 

Sir C. But the fact is, they must be rich. 'Riey have 
houses and estates in the country — live in a certain style-^ 
old style to be sure — ^but it must cost something. 

Emerson. Don't be deceived. It is incredible upon what 
small incomes single women contrive to make a show in tiie 
country. They have no expenses : a couple of blind iMnrses 
and an hereditary chariot last them all their lives— they 
t^tver see company — ^keep all their grandeur for church on 
Sundayji— ^nd pass for great fortunes with a man of all- 
work in tarnished livery, and a staring brick house without 
a single good room in it, frpm the crazy gazebo on the top 
to the empty wine-cellar at the bottom. 

Sir C. Why, you are the most exorbitant fellow — 

Emerson. My dear Tempest, I am in the market. I am 
to be sold, like a picture at an auction, and if nobody bids 
up to my value — ^why, I must buy myself in, thaf s alL 

Enter Mas. Herbert, Miss Camilla Oldfangle, and 
Miss Sarah Fielding. 

Mrs. Her. Now, this is very kind of you. Sir Charies — 
and we really did want somebody to talk to— didn't we? — 

and your friend — Mr. I'm so glad to see you — Mr. > ^ 

how d'ye do ? You haven^t seen my friends here from Der- 
byshire before — how could I be so stupid ? — Here, my dear 
ladiea— my old friend, Sir Charles Tempest — and his friend 
— ^bless me, how stupid I am — I have quite forgotten your 
name — no matter — ^many a worthy man has lost bis goo4 
^ame before now ! — Sir Charles's friend, my dear ladies-^—. 
Sir Charles — Miss Camilla Oldfangle — ^the OldCangles &l 
Brierly Hall — ^the old Oldfangles^ for I needn^t teU voi^ ^ 
Charles, there are plenty of iV€tt;fangles — but iuy friewi im 
liot one of them; and — Sir Charles — Miss Sarah l^eldwg 
--no relation, I believe, to Tom Jones, or any ^f jt^t i 
but one of the old Fieldings, for all that. 
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i'^^f8Hr Ci And this is your first visit to London, ladies? 

Mrsk S^. Absolutely. Isn't it astonishing ? Downright 
JE^IUs0«y I call them — Floras and Philisses come up in 
Mweh iQf^ tii^ir Corydons and Strephons — doesn't it look 

.^uJPmwmn^ They only want straw hats^ streamers^ and 

j^«ilp|«A.CTmks to realise the image ! 

f. MmPid^ Oh ! Mrs. Herbert. \ rp^^,. 

Miss Field. How can you talk so ?i ^^^''^• 
<« Emejcmi* But positively never to have been in London 
is an enviable distinction in this age of locomotion* 

Mrs. Her. Formerly your traveler was a great lion^ and 
f>eQf)le U9ed to listen with wonder to his stories. 

Sir C* And now, nobody would wonder if he were to UXL 
them that he had ridden post from Constantinople to Gal- 
fiutta on the. back of an alligator. 

;>j Emerson^ The age of wonder is over. Every body knows 
.every thing.' The only true exclusiveness left is to know 
siolbing. 
: . Misis Old. But London — 

Sir C Oh ! London is no longer what it was. The good 
old curiosity sights are all gone, — the Vauxhalls, the the- 
;f^(r^s — alas 1 even the theatres. In the early days of the 
^fima, people of quality used to take a turn in the park 
after the play-— but now, the play is over before, they are 
done dinner. 

Miss Field. Still one is ashamed of never having seen 
London. 

Emerson, By no means. It is quite refreshing to m^et a 
lady who has never seen London. One has no opportunity bf 
studying such rarities now, for the race of country cousins 
is at an end — that delicious creature of florid flesh and 
blood, smothered in a cloud of white muslin and a shower 
of roses, who displayed such indefatigable industry in 
going to the play, and thought the day too short for Miss 
Linwood's gallery, the wax-works, and Wombweffs mena- 
^gerie. Positively, ladies, you are most interesting specimens 
'^'pf an extinct species. 

"^^J* Mrs, Her. Extinct \ They have not the least 'notion of 
•Extinguishing their species, I promise you—have you my 
Mears .' Oh! nonsense with your blushes— 1 mustn't tell 
tales — but I assure you — Mr. — Mr. — 
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Emerson. Hope Emerson. 

Mrs. Her. Mr. Hope Emerson, they are the life and foul 
of the country. 

Miss Old. Dear Mrs. Herbert, how you do run on. We 
are the quietest people in the world. Are we not Miiw 
iPielding? 

Miss Field. We live in total seclusion — ^none o£ your 
town habits — ^no late hours. 

Miss Old. No dissipation, jealousy, or scandal in <mr 
tranquil retirement. 

Em. What a picture of felicity. {Aside to Sib C.) Oeii't 
you contrive to engage them in some way? 

Sir C. (aside.) Ill do it. (Aloud.) But we have not seen 
Sir Marmaduke this morning. 

Mrs. Her. Ah I poor Sir Marmaduke. I always make 
him come to breakfast in the country — but London you 
know— 

Sir C. Ah I to be sure — very bad habits in London^ Miss 
Fielding — and — [He draws Mrs. Hbrbbrt and Miss 
Fielding over to a sofa. 

Emerson. Novelty is always exciting. Miss Oldfangle. 
Camilla, I think you said — ^fascinating name that I — Camilla 
-—quite an historical name — There is' som^ing somewhere 
of how 

swift Camilla Koura the plab. 
Flies o*er the bending corn — 

Or something of that kind. 
Miss Old. Oh ! dear, yes — 

Ajxd skims along the main. 

Tliat quotation has been applied to me a thousand times. 

Emerson. Has it indeed? WeU, then, Camilla — swift 
Camilla — 

Miss Old. Don't you think you make rather free, sir, on 
so very short an acquaintance? 

Emerson. Not at all. I am always free. You know me as 
well in five minutes as in twenty years. The best plaii^ 
depend on it. No mysteries— no false ceremony, Camilla. 

Miss Old. (aside.) What an impudent fellow it is ! 

t:merson. And so you have buried yourself all this time in 
the country. I envy the very lawn of your house. I fkuCT 
you walking alone in the deer-park, or losing ycnftp w^yfe 
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the woods. By the way, you hare a large estate eonneoted 
Witli Brierly-^brierly— I think you said Brierly? 

Miss Old. Brierly Hall. 
' 'Htnsrion. Ah ! Brierly Hall; extensive, no doubt^-^ptrk^ 
{Steiita/tion, very ancient — 

Miss Old. The antiquity of the Oldfangles — 
' • ' JBmersM. Yes, yes, but I don't mean that; of course^ you 
are very old — I mean your family ; but, great property in 
1^ county P-^influence^ I mean— 

Mss Old. The Oldfangles, I hope— 

JEhnersoH. Ah ! veiv true ; the Oldfangles to be sure. Ex« 
cuse me, but, Miss Sarah — I think you said Sarah — ^your 
fnend Miss Fielding, very old family, too. 

Miss Old. Old family? Miss Fielding? 

Emerson. I thought so. 

Miss Old. Very respectable, I believe, but— (iwVA an air 
of supercilious contempt). 

JEmerson, I understand, no bloodr (aside) more likely to 
>faave money. Fortunate for her she should be so very rich. 

Miss Old. (with astonishment.) Eh ? 

Emerson. 1 say it is fortunate she is so rich. 

Miss Old. Rich ? Miss Fielding rich*? Poor thing, I 

•generally call for her on wet Sundavs to take her to church 

in my carria^. Rich ? I believe she has a life interest in a 

trifle in the Three per Cents. I wish she was rich, f<3r I 

have a sincere regard for her. 

Emerson, (aside.) So I perceive. 

Miss Old. You never saw such a bit of a place as she 
lives in, sa pinched up, such a Lilliput Cottage, such a patch 
of a garden, and a shrubbery that you comd cover with a 
pocket-handkerchief. I wish she was rich, poor thing I for 
: { am sure she has no other attractions. 

Emerson, (aside.) By all the rural divinities, Flora and 
r^hillis are jealous of each other ! {To her.) But then she is 
so contented — ^her disposition — 

> , Mks .Old. You don't know her ; the most wretched, carp- 
. jbg temper, always out of humour, except before strangem, 
^ ti\^ she is all smiles and simper. My dear sir, you have 
only seen her company fece. 

fynerson., (aside Ji No jealousy or scandal in our retirement. 

.:Mfs. Jffer,. (rising and coming forward.) But tell me, 

,$MP,Qiides, is all t^is really true that we hear 9ho9t Flo- 

c2 
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rence? — dear Florence ! I remember her a mere^oj^p**^ 
her father was an old friend of Sir Marmadake'sr, ahd h^fti 
dear Lady Tempest writes to me and tells me that sl>e ?|ftl3 
Cyril are actually engaged. Why, she is only tond^nd^-" 
twenty, and going to be married. What do yott thin^Wf 
that, Isuiies ? Do tell me all about it. ' " i a 

. Sir C. Faith, there's nothing to tell. They %f&i^'Wife 
with each other, and resolved to be married without lossr^df 
time. Florence is her own mistress, and, of cours^, ^itxit 
have her own way. - , . 

Mrs, Her. And a very suitable match it wUJ be. 

Sir C. Could not have hit upon two people in the unj^- 
verse so admirably adapted to each other. Cyril' is fond 6f 
books, so is Florence : Florence has high notions, ^o has 
Cyril: in fact, they agree in every thing. By the by, -the 
settlements are to be signed and sealed at four o'clock^ so 
I must be running away. 

Emerson, One word. Sir Charles ; you dine here to-day? 

Sir C. Eh?— no— I— \ 

Emerson. No excuse, we can't do without you. 

Sir C But — ^are you invited ? 

Emerson. I invited myself, and now I invite you — nothing 
extraordinary in that. I dined with you yesterday, you 
shall dine with me to-day. What say you, ladies ? 

Mrs, Her, Oh ! by all means. And you will bring us 
all the news about the settlements, and how every thing 
passes off. 

Sir C. Then till seven, adieux ! {Exit 

Mrs, Her, He's such a good creature — so universal- 
such' a husband, too ! Ah ! no wonder for Florence to faJ) 
in love with matrimony in his house. 

Sir Marmaduke (outside). Gently, gently ; not so fast^ 
Sam. / 

Ent€r SiB, MAnuADVKB^ ktmng on Sam. \c 

Mrs, Her. Here's Sir Marmaduke, dressed at last, ^ppd 
morning, Sir Marmaduke. How d'y^ da to-dpty ? { * 

M^ Fieid.]^^'^ ^'^^ ^°' ®^^ Marmaduke ? :o r 

Emerson. Delighted to see you, T(^ple^ How d' ye ^9^^ 

[Tfm gatb^nrovofifi Him. 
Sir Mar. How d'ye do ? How d y^ do ?— <Sam tsads 
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himi iq,4ii cAairyand exit.) — ^All gaily? all gaily? Pve had 
^ijicli a, ^iet morning — ^break&sted in my own room — ^no 
ff^U^frr-my gong in my ears — ^my head's as clear {exultingly) 
rrri'm; — I'm ready for — {looking round for Mrs. Hbrbbbt, 
ififfils^^flfig. Aer, drops his voice into a whisper) — ^any thing ! 

Mrs. £ter. We have such delightful news for you, Sir 
j^yn^yiijike^-^a marriage, too, of an old friend. You re- 
mejpfij^v Florence Wilmot — how dehghted he will be to 
h^ iti — ^and young Cyril Tempest, brother of your old 
friend Sir Charles — you remember Cyril — -just home from 
college ; surely you remember Cyril — Cyril Tempest 

Sir. Mar. There, there — ^you crowd too many things, 
^on't talk so fast — slowly, slowly — ^my head's all in aii 
^ddle again. Who? who? what? what? Slowly, my good 
90ul. 
/, Mrs. JSer. Cyril Tempest, brother to Sir Charles — 

Sir Mar. Ay, Cyril — I know, Cyril— a youth — ^he called 
on me — and — and — such a strange conversation! There 
was he, Cyril, a boy — gabbling away about a new genera- 
tion of people I never heard of — and I — I — he didn't know 
one of my contemporaries, not one — we could not under- 
stand each other — ^it was like people speaking different lan- 
guages. But he's veiy young. 

Mrs. Her. Well, he's going to be married to Florence 
Wilmot. You recollect your old friend Sir Thomas WU- 
mot — 

Sir Mar. My old friend Wilmot going to be married? 

Mrs. Her. Married? No; poor Sir Thomaa has b^en 
dead these five years. , ^ 

Sir Mar. Dead ! So he has — I forgot that ! Poor 
Wilmot. We entered parliament together — ^both striplings 
— r-I recollect as if it were yesterday his first speech — that 
^as in — ^no matter ! " Mr. Speaker," said he, rising with 
dignity — {he rises and advances to the front) — "I maintain — 
and I always have maintained---that — ah l^— ha !-^hum ! — 
h^ 1-p-rthat — " it was considered a capital speech at the 

Emerson. Ah ! we shall never hear such speakers again. 
Topple. 

, Sir Mar. Never — never — ^we had orators then — ^now we 
haVii nothing but spouters ! 

S^rH. Skf. Oh ! once you get into politics and parliament, 
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it'i no use to tell you any news — so weHl leave you, geiitle* 
men, to discuss your hanl questions by youraehes. Bye, 
bye, Mr. Emerson — don't forget you dine with os-^fayci^ 
bye, Sir Marmaduke, I'm going to take the ladies to return 
a few visits, and drop a bundle of cards — and perhaps ips 
may look in at Howell and James's — such a hewiMemis 
vanety of spring fashions — absolately necessary you should 
see them without an hour's delay, for the fashions change 
so rapidly in London that actually a new dress will soudq^ 
times go out of date before it gets out of the hands of the 
milliner* So — bye, bye. 

[Exit hurrying off the ladies. A pause, 

Emerson. Extremely agreeable woman^^Mrs. Herbert, I 
thmk— 

Sir Mar. I am afraid she talks a little too much for 
strangers— ^Pm used to it ! How is your head ? 

Emerson. Thank you — much as usual. 

Sir Mar. But she's an excellent woman — a very good 
woman— -does a great deal of good in the country— knows 
everybody's business — ^keeps a sort of apothecary's shop 
for the poor — sometimes overdoes it a little though, and — 
(cotifidentially) — physics her servants to such excess, that 
when they are really ill they sham well to escape! 

Emerson, Base ingratituae. She's a widow, of course ? 

Sir Mar, I like you — ^you ask such odd questions. 
She has been a widow — I don't know how many years— 
and likely to continue so, I think. 

Emerson, Don't know that. Widows without encum- 
brances, — ^no encumbrances, Topple ? 

Sir Mar. No encumbrances. Topple ? Ah ! you're a 
wag-^encumbrances I 

Emerson, Do you know, I am particularly taken wifli 
your country ladies. 

Sir Mar. With both of them ? 

Emerson. No — not that : but — one hardly knows which 
has the larger claims to admiration, for person, birtii, for- 
tune — fortune. Topple. Suppose a friend of yours-*-hypo- 
thetically, you know — ^were to think of marrying one of 
them, now which of them would you candidly — as a friend 
•^--advise— 

Sir Mar. Why, I should say that tt was all the saaae 
which of than he married — ^hypothetically. • x^^ 
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< < JSmenon. Ah I I see, you won't lei me into the seorets. 
, Well, n^dmp&rte. I shall find them out for myself. I dine 
.with yo« to-day. 

Sir Mar* Do you ? What an odd man you are— yeiry 
•dd. Yoa put me in mind of — I beg pardon — I have for- 
gotten y*oiiir name. 

JBmerson. Emerson — Hope Emerson. 

Sir Mar. Hope Emerson. Hope — Hope — ^well> I shall be 
very gkd to see you at dinner. 

Jbmenon. And Sir Charles. 

Sir Mar. Do^s Sir Charles dine with me too ? Why I 
shall have quite a dinner-party, I declare— very well — ^very 
well — ;shall be glad to see you. What a very odd man 
he is. 

£inerson. Come, take my arm. 

Sir Mar, I can't for the lite of me think who you're 
like. Are you of the Hopes of Oxford ? 

Emerson, No. I am the only Hope of my family. 

Sir Mar. You're a wag. Nobody can say you're come 
of a hopeful family. [^Extunt. 

ScsNE II. — Library at Sir Charles Tempest's. A 
Tahhy with Papers, 6fc. Lady Tempest and Mn. God- 
frey seated at opposite sides. A Notary at the back. 
Sir Charles walking about. 

Godfrey, People will talk. How can you help them ? 

Sir C. But I don't want to help them. Let them talk. 

Cfodfrey. And say that you entrapped her into a marriage 
with your brother ? 

SirC. Entrapped I 

Lady T. To be sure they will ; and it looks very like it 
tdo, with her larp^e fortune and Cyril without a penny. 

Sir C Lady Tempest — madam — I wish you were mar- 
ried to her for one week ! Just let us have a little common 
fienie about this. 
^ Godfrey. I wish you would. 

Sir C Entrapped ! Don't you know it is her own act — . 
iiot mine ? 

G6^rey. WcJl? 

Sir C. Well ? I have nothing to do with it. What da 
i|f!ini mean hy entrapped? 

Godfrey. Why tfais»^-4dbat things have fallen out exactly 
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aft I foretold. Yoti gave her her own way, and shehas takm > 
it. By pure accident, instead of falling into the dotelMarof i 
some scheming impostor, the girl has hit upon « gehtleiten 
--^t then he happens to be your brother. Are yovi soJsiUy lisv 
to suppose people won't put their own construotioii o»itUo/ 
aflbir ? But where is she all this time ? I though s'be i^feis 
in a terrible hurry to get every thing setded. :..:<> 

Lady T. Oh ! you must wait for her. Sir Ciharl)e» sbas 
given her so much her own way^ that you may be adre 
she'll not hurry herself. - ^ • i 

Sir C Sir Charles does every thing wrong. But I could 
tell you the worst thing he ever did. 

Lady 2* Do tell me. 

Sir C. An act which, could he undo it as easily, yidu 
would not be so fluent with your tongue, madam. I wiUrr 
seek Florence myself. [Exii.\ 

Lady T. I am much to be pitied, Mr. Godfrey. 

GoJ/rey. M — m — m. 

Lady T. Does it strike you as something extraordinary 
his going to fetch Florence liimself? 

Godfrey. Well — I think it is rather marked. I 

Lady T. You do? 

Go^rey. Much better ler her come alone. 

Lady T. {aside,) So I think, too. 

Enter Sib Charles leading ThonEKCE. 

Sir C. She was waiting, naturally enough^ for Cyril. I 
knew she was not to blame. 

!F/o. (looks round.) Where is Cyril? 
'Sir C. 'lis very strange. He knew the hour ? 
Flo. Oh ! knew it !— ^What a question ! ^ * 

Godfrey. Well — Miss Wilmot — we are ready ; but we 
must wait for Cyril. , ^ 

Flo. Wait! Muii 

Godfrey. The pause may not be without its use. YottAg. 
lady, have you seriously reflected on tte step you ate alio&t 
to take? ;h3o 

Flo. I haVe— and am more resciH^ than ever. - r> i^i 
Godfrey (aside). Of course — invincible, womanly •^ob(>|u 
stinacy! (To her.) You know that Cyril baa lieithto 
f(»lune nor profession — ^nothiag but the education of^^ 
gentleman. Have ymx refleoted' on the pasuakiea that famfm 
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oceorf It is only common prudence to provide against 
oenlsiigencies by settlements of some kind. 

S'Jo. I will have no settlements of any kind. The man 
who lis "worthy of being my husband must be worthy of my 
wfaole 'fortune* 

jiGht^rey. The man who is worthy of being her husband ! 
Good — good ! I wonder what will come next. 
' Sip C^ Kdble sentiment ! 

Go^rey. Noble fiddle-de-dee ! If the girl is determined 
to ruin herself, you at least ought not to encourage her. 

Ho. Where is Cyril? Does no one know any thing of 
him? 
[Sir Charles and Oodfrby look vacantly at each other. 

Lady T. Playing billiards, perhaps — or deep in some 
musty old book. 

F&>. He was to have been here at four (looks at her 
watch) — 

Sir C. (looks at his watch.) It is nearly half-past* 

Oodfrey (looks at his watch.) It wants ten minutes to five. 

Fh. (aside,) To humiliate me thus ! It is unendurable. 
Love heightens my pride, and makes my cheeks burn with 
the sense of insult. 

Cyril enters hastily. 

G df \ ^^9^^^ -! Oh ! he is here. 

CyriL Dear Florence — 

Flo, No — no apologies. 

Cyril. You are angry ? 

Flo. Angry ?— No ! 

Cyrih To be late at such a moment — ^but when you know 
the cause — 

fFh. (To Godfrey.) We are ready. 

Godfrey. Well — we have nothing to do, but to fill up 
these blanks and sign. 

Jlo* What wre the blanks ? 

*N^tBry. For the amount and names. The deed recites 
certain properties, freehold and funded, belonging to Flo- 
rence \^lmot,which,aeeording to her desdre, mustbe settled 
upon— f 

FltK Herself. 

iG^frey. Herself! Why you said this moment that the 
mna who was. iimErtfay to be your husband-r 
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Flo. I bare changed my mind. > 

Godfrev. Passion! — passion 1 — passion! — ^inftfnal ^pas- 
won ! AU because you have been an hour behind time. 
Oh ! Temper — temper-— diabolical temper ! L^ this b&a 
lesson to you^ young gentleman, you have lost 30>008/* by 
being five minutes late. 

Cyril. I am glad of it. '* 

Godfrey. You are ? You are as great a fool a»-^ 
Cyril. Your pardon^ sir. It is exactly as I could Iwre 
desired. I have no fortune of my own — it i? yet to be 
casved — and shell be ! It will then be time enough to think 
of settlements. Florence must retain in her own haods her 
own fortune. Let such a deed be prepared, and I will sign 
it-— but no other. 

Godfrey. Fine heroics upon my word. (T^ ^ CharksJ) 
I toU you how it would end. What do you think of your 
intellectual girl now ? [Turning to Cyril.) And so you have 
given us the trouble of dancing attendance here for nothing. 
You may now settle it between yourselves. Good morning ! 
\^Exit^ followed by the Notary with the deeds. 

Lady T. raises her hands with a motion of super* 
cUious pity, and ewits at the opposite side 
Cyril and Florence take chairs at a dis- 
tance. 

Sir C. {after a pause.) What is the meaning of this ? 
Cyril, will you be good enough to explain. (Cyril turns 
away.) Florence, you will tell me. (Plorenob turns 
away.) What! won't you tell me? No? (walks about, 
and looks at them alternately.) Pooh 1 it's only a lovers' 
qpiarrel. Theyll come to themselves when they're left alone* 

IJEwiL 

Cyril (rises and walks towards Florence.) I am to 
blame, Florence. I confess my fault* 

Flo. Fault! 

Cyril. Come — ^you will forgive me. 

Flo. I wish I could forgive myself (rising). 

Cyril. For what? 

Flo. Credulity. I thought lovers were all impatience*^ 
it is wonderful how soon they grow indifferent. 

Cyril. Nay. Indifferent! 

Fh* liovers' vows and sick men's re^ohilions I> 
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Cyril {a pause). You will allow me to explain. 
' F&. ^Ohl certainly. 

GytU* I will not provoke your doubts by telling yoa 
w&L what speed I flew along the streets. Well I in my 
icfapettipuft kairte^ crushing through where there happened 
to be a crowd, confusion arose — a carriage with a lady vel 
it was standing at the door of a shop — the horses took 
fright, bekig uncontrolled, for the coachman was feasting 
fabe^es on the shop-window — 

fib. They ran away, and you ran after them. 

CyriL I was carried along by a rush of people. The 
lady screamed for help-*-I, who had caused the accident, 
could not look on without making an attempt to Sdcoour 
her. At last the horses were stopped — I extricated her** 
;siie was dreadfully agitated — ^knew nothing of tow»-**4er 
friends had gone mto a shop—* she couldn't tell whicfa^^Hi 
qwffter of an hour was lost ! — couldn't even tell the name 
of the street where she lived— five minutes more gone 1-— 
thoc^ht it was a square or a crescent— I counted every 
second as if it were a grain of life — the crowd gathered 
round us — more and more' delay. I tried to escape 
— half an hour was gone! — five-and-thirty minutes!— ^ 
my head be^an to spin — I don't know how it ended 
— I left her m a shop and fled — and — and — ^this, in fact, 
is my apology. 

Flo, Which is none at all. Horses take fright every 
day — a hundred times a day, and if every one were to stop 
till they were caught, or the nerves of agitated ladies com^ 
posed, the business of life would stand still. Apology I 

CyriL It was an accident. 

Fh. That exposed me to the sarcasms of Lady Tempesib^ 
who already thought me sufficiently silly in this affair. 

CyriL Lady Tempest ! What matter what she says. 

Flo. But it does matter. It makes it appear as if I— 
— I — were urging — as if — ^you have wounded me beyt)nd 
atonement. If it were to do again— 

CyriL And if it were ? 

Fh. I should know the value of my liberty, and not part 
with it so rashly. 

CyriL Do you say this seriously ? 

Flo, Of course I do. 

CyriL You mnan if you had your Kberty again y4)u would 
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not part with it to me? Tou leave me no course but to 
restore it to you at once. I must not hesitate — ^I dare 
not — ^I should falter and forget what is due to us both. 
From this moment, Miss Wilmot, you are free. 

Flo. With many thanks I accept your liberality, and pro' 
mise you I shall be wiser next time. 

Cyril. And happier, too, I hope. 

Flo. Oh ! that is one of Mr. Godfrey^s ** contingencies'* 
for which I must take my chance. 

Cyrih Tet I shall never cease to hope you may find that 
happiness — 

Flo. (slighlly agitated.) Nobody will give you credit for 
nnceiity, Mr. Tempest. 

CVrt/. Why should my sincerity be doubted ? 

Plo. Because it is not in nature for any man to believe 
that happineas could be conferred by a rival. 

Cyril. I can have no rival, for I have already r^noon^ced 
all claims. The bright dream I dared to indulge is over. 
Let me mitke.tbe only atonement in my power, by offending 
no more. [JEciii. .. 

jP/o. So ! How wayward some peonle are. No — he has 
not the slightest notion of coming bacK. So much the bet; 
ter J I^ an> very glad of it. There is an end of every thing^ 
We are now nothing to each other — ^nothing. And I ana 
free — free tp go where I like, and do what I like — and I will 
use my freedom too. And to end thus ! Cyril ! — no. He is 
gone. Why should I repeat his name ? Crone — ^gone ! I can- 
not stay aoiy longer in this house — under the roof with him 
•^to meet him every day — no— but where shall I go ?*-^ 
Where ?-^Mrs. Herbert's ? Sir Marmaduke was an old friend 
of my father's. Let what may happen, I must not neesailji 
appther day io this house. lExit. , ^ 
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ACT HI. 
Scene I. — Sir Marmadukb Toppls's. Boudoir o^ iftt 

jEViier Florbncb followed by Sam. t m 

^ 'f&: Mrs. Herbert is out? ^ 

^'Sanu But Sir Marmaduke is at home, my ItK^.' ' 
^ ^/(X No use in speaking to him. He can*t understand— i 
but I [Appose I must. TOiere — hand that to Sir Marma- 
ihke (hands a card — exit Sam). Rather an awkward sub- 
ject to talk to him about ; but 1 must carry it off as care- 
lessly as I can. 1 will take the liberty of coDecting^ oliyself 
a little here. . > - * 

[Enten ihe boudoir: 
Enter Sir Marmaduke, examining thecard^/ '\\ [ /,' 

Sir Mar. I canH make out a letter-*-one MetivM%» Xkmnsn 
niiying glass to explore such a conundrum. MijssrrrrMiss- 
•^^Hfrho? What can Miss — want with me? {Laok$ roMX) 
Nobody here — ^it's very odd— very! 

Florence peeps m attkeback, and while Sir MARMAi>UKk 
is again examining the cardy goes to the piano. 

Florence sings. 

Oh I Time is a very old man, 

With crutches and locks of white, 
And Love is a sweet little bo^> 

With arrows and eyes of light. 
And yet tliey*re the very same age, 

Since people agree, they say. 
That from the beginning of Time, 

Love reckons bis own birth^y. 
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Sir Mar. {Starts in great surprise at first; but gradtmUy 
relates into complete enjoyment of the song, and ends by acc^mh 
panying the time with motions of his head, ^e,, his whole 
figure being thrown into an expression of delight,) C bann- 
ing! — go on! — wonderful — ! — ^go on! {continues to follow 
the rhythm of the music without turning round). 

Flo, {Stealing upon him gently from behind^) How A'ye 
dO| ^r Marmaduke? 

Sir Mar. Graily — ^gaily {Continues to beattirfie). 

Fh. I am glad my little song pleases you. 

Sir Mar. lour little sono;? Dear me, how absent I am. 
I am very happy to see you. Miss — Miss — {looks at the card) 
beff pardon— but I've forgotten your name. 

Flo. No you have not. 

Sir Mar: No — no — not forgotten — I have a capital 
memory — but — 

Flo. You have not forgotten your old friend, Sir Thomas 
Wilmot. " Peeping Tom^' you used to call him am<mgst 
yourselves. 

Sir Mar. Peeping Tom ! — ^ha ! — ho I — m I — 

Flo. I am his daughter — Florence Wilmot 

Sir Mar. His daughter ! I remember ! — (motions for m 
chair^ My dear old friend^ Wilmot ! — Well — ^well — ^you 
are his daughter — ^very like him — very! — ^just his nose— • 
now laugh— do, do — ^he had a peculiar laugh — ^that's it—! 
it broke over his whole face — ^wonderful ! 

Flo. I knew you would be glad to see me, sir. 

Sir Mar. Glad! — to be sure — well — go on — ^his very 
voice too — 

Flo. Why, sir — the truth is — you know, air, Pm jus* of 



Sir Max. Just of age, are you? — ^well— 

Flo. I am my own mistress now, sir — and— and — I wanjb 
a Uttle good advice. 

Sir Mar. You shall have it — you shall have it, toa 
Your own mistress, are you ? — sit dc«ira— i^it down— (iSAc 
takes a chair.) ,.^- 

Flo. Since my father^a deaths. I huve lived witli oiie of 
my guardians, Sir Charles Tempest. . k^ 

Sir Mar. I see — I see — ^and now^ — 

Fh. Exactly — ^now I am of age— and— certain circum- 
stances have occurred — 
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&> Mar. (Looks at her inquiringly) What? — ^what?— 
you must confide every thing to me. 

Fio^ So I will, sir. It was for that I came here. 

Sir Mar. You did ? That was very good of you. Go on. 

Fh, It is very awkward ! 

Sir Mar. What strong sensibility she has ! Your feelingji 
distress you — you must rally — take example by me — I 
never allow my sensibility to overcome me. (Aside.) I 
wonder what's the matter. 

Flo. In short, sir, I do not like to remain any longer at 
Sir Chaiies Tempest's. Indeed, I have made up my mind 
~I will not, I have my own reasons. 

Sir Mar. Very right — you have your own reasons. {Asidt) 
I wonder what are her reasons. {Rising.) 

Flo. Lady Tempest is very obliging. {Rising.) 

Sir Mar. Yes — yes — 

Fh. And Sir Charles is very amiable — ^but— 

Sir Mar. But you have your own reasons for leaving the 
house. {Aside.) I wonder what are her reasons for com- 
ing here ! 

Flo. And so — I hope you will not think I have taken an 
improper liberty, sir. 

Sir Mar, An improper liberty — ^no — ^no. What did Sir 
Charles do ? 

Flo. Nothing, sir. 

Sir Mar. No ? But what did you do ? 

Fb. Nothing, sir — only I have left his house. 

Sir Mar. Well— ^well — and who took improper liber- 
ties? 

Flo. Sir ? Oh ! — I — hoped that you would not — 

Sir Mar. No— eh ! — did you hope that I would not— 

Fh. I know, sir, there was some risk in my coming 
here. 

Sir Mar. Risk, was there? I am the only gentleman 
m the house. 

Flo. Of course I am prepared for people making obser- 
vations. 

Sir Mar. So am I ! But what— what — ^what — ^is it all 
about ? 

Fh. Indeed, sir, I have explained — 

S^ Mar. (Aside.) Very odd— the creature blusbess— she 



3S , 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



32 TEMPER. 

turns away her heard. Upon my life — I — h«ip !-T^(>p-^i 
— no! ' , X \ 

Flo. I know I have taken a step that exposes ipe iqj^- 
natured — 

Sir Mar. No — ^nobody shall talk of you. I wul^jjgfptect , 
you. ^ ; . j' 

Flo. How kind 1 My father's early friend* 1 knew yoiji^ 
would receive me — , I 

Sir Mar. With open arms ! ' -. 

jF7(9. How generous of you! But — 

Sir Mar. No buts. You are here, and you shall stay 
here. I am charmed to see you. Your eyes charm me — 
between you and me — I'm not so old but I can feel a glow 
from a beautiful eye, like your's — ^like your's. Old !— It's a 
mistake — Pm in the prime of life — I remember — ^let me see 
— ^yes — ^w^ — let it go — I love your candour— people can^t 
be too candid. And so you resolved to come to see me, did 
you ? Well, — you're a very good girl — What can I do for 
you, eh ? 

Flo. Why, sir, if you think I might remain here till you 
were returning to the country. — 

Sir Mar. Remain ? You must never leave me. You 
must come into the country and light us up. You shall 
revive the old manor, and bring back the good old times* 
You shall be our May queen, and lead oflF at the harvest 
home ; and you shall have your pensioners^ and your 
horses, — and 1 shall begin the world again. 
, Flo. Your goodness overwhelms me, but Mrs, — 

Sir Mar. Eh? who? 

Flo. I am quite frightened to think what Mrs. Herbert 
win say.' 

Sir Mar. Mrs. Herbert say.? She shall say nothingTr- , 
nothing. I will silence her. Silence Mrs. Herb^jt^.j 
Ha — a— o — m! ,..,,i 

Flo. Your sanction, sir, I know is— . « ' y 

Sir Mar. Come, I will establish i^oi^ before she ic;ionQf^i^ 
back. She shall £nd you in pos^ssupn, and it wiU nq^i\^f 
easy to eject you from my house,., Aod so you WQ^llfl CQegi^^ ^ 
to see nae ? Her eyes are full of sunbeams ! Cpme^ ^|44 
comei — if Peeping Tom could see bis ojd ff ie^ ?\ow !, . /. 
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SbiiN^'H. — Hall at SmCBARijBB Tempest's Porter's chair 
at the side, — Rinff at the street 'door, — Enter William. 
JVilUam. That's the post. {Looks about, opens the door 
stealthilv^ receives a letter, puts it hastily into his pocket, and 
closes the dooir.) What a strange family it is. Here, Sir 
Charles vfOl h^ive me intercept all his letters, lest they 
s/fc6tilcl get into her ladyship's hands. If my lady knew 
that I did it she'd discharge me on the spot, as she did 
Peter — and I don't know but she'd be right. But then, 
if I didn't do it. Sir Charles would send me about my busi- 
ness without a moment's notice. The old proverb, between 
two stools. Talk of the — hem ! — there is Sir Charles him- 
self. What's in the wind now ? He has let himself ia 
with his latch-key. 

Enter Sir Charles, cautiously, from the street. 

Sir C, Is the post in? 

William, Yes, sir. 

Sir C, Any letters ? 

William, One, sir {handing it to him stealthily). 

Sir C. Where is Lady Tempest ? 

William, In the drawing-room, sir. 

Sir C, A female hand — who can it be ? Florence Wil- 
mot ? How curious, {reads) ^' I hope, dear Sir Charles^ 
you will not think me imprudent ; but the painful situation 
in which I am placed has led me to form the resolution of 
leaving your house." Leaving my house ! *^ I oyght ^to 
have written to Lady Tempest, but I could not; yqu mijst 
make my apology with the best grace vou can. , Haste. 
Florence Wilmot." What does all this mean? «P.S;" Aul 
now for the pith of the business. ^' If you must follow me, 
you wUl find me at Sir Marmaduke's." Ploren<?e left mv 
hdtike^-painftil situation — follow her ! To be sure, I will 
follow her instantly ! William — ^go to my dressing-room — 
get me a pair of gloves — I want to go out immediately — 
aiia^William — a bifush. Confound the dust— and — 
Wuliifttn, — no nt)ise— if you should meet Lady Tempest, 
yWfffe'dumb—^you understand ? 

WltHam, Oh ! yei— ^I understand, sir. [Exit, 

Sir d. ^ {DiktiffS the chair to the centre and sits dovfn,) This 
is^^ ttlb^ extraordinary aflFair — (Lvdia crosses the stage at 
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the hack) Ha! is that Lydia? Where are you gciing, 
Lydia? 

Lydia, Nowhere particular, sir. 

Sir C. Nowhere, eh? Well, Lydia, when are you going 
to be married ? . . - 

Lydia, Oh ! sir. 

Enter William. 

Sir C, That's right. Give me the gloves. KTow then — 
(William stoops down to brush off the dust,) Williams's the 
mantis he? 

Lydia, Sir? 

Sir C, I suspected you both, long ago. 

JEnter John. 

Lydia, Lor, sir, William's nigh double my age — 

Sir C. It's John, is it? 

John, Sir ? 

Sir C, Get on — ^get on — are your fingers made of lead, 
rascal — {Enter Lady Tempest at the side.) You're sure 
Lady Tempest is in the drawing-room ? 

William, I think so, sir. 

Sir C, You're intolerably slow, and I am in an intoler- 
able hurry. 

Lady T, (Aside.) So, so. 

Sir C. John, I don't dine at home to-day, but not a word 
to Lady Tempest. I believe there is not one of you but 
would do any thing for me — as for Lady Tempest — (John 
sees Lady Tempest, stands agape for a momenty and then 
creeps away) — now the other side — (Lydia sees her and 
follows John). She never conciliates any one — ^no, no — 
all snap, scold, jangle, jangle, for ever — (William s^s her 
and ^oesoffon tip-toe). Well, only one side done. Why, 
WiUiam, Lydia— H(ge^5 t/p, wheels the chair round, and rfw- 
covers Lady Tempest observing him). Watching me ? {In 
the confusion he drops the letter behind the chair,) 

Lady T, Sir Charles, I have overheard every word you 
have said. 

Sir C. The more discreditable toyoursdf* Why ^ you 
listen ? 

Lady T, Oh ! sir, not content with the worst treato^nt 
to my fiice, but you must scandalize me behind my back. 
To collect my servants together for the purpose x)^-^' '^ 
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A[Sir C, You need not troubleyourself to make a speech — 
the meeting is broken up. xou see I have vacated the 
chair. 

^nuLad^T, ]>o not suppose^ sir, you can carry off thia in- 
sult with a banter. 

Sir C. Then I will leave it behind me— (gotiig). 

Lady T. And with it all the troubles of your family* 
.What is to be done about your brother ? 

Sir (7. Whatever you like. 

Lady T. Of course you don't know, for you have not 
been at home since, that every thing is broken off with 
Florence. 

Sir a Broken off? 

Lady T. What's to be done ? 

Sir C. Make it up again, to be sure. 

Lady T. That's your opinion ? You really think so ? 

Sir C. I really think so. 

Lady T. So do I. 

&>C. Youdo? 

Lady T. I do. 

Sir (7. {Aside.) We have been married seven years, and I 
am ready to take oath this is the first time we ever agreed 
upon any thing. 

Lady T, [Aside,) He thinks so. That's suspicious. 
There must be something at the bottom of it. I'll change 
my mind.. Hem! 

Sir C. (Aside,) Oh ! she has some sinister motive. PlI 
disappoint her. I'll take the opposite side. Hem 1 

Lc^y T, By the way of consideration — T 

Sir C. I find, however, on reflection— 
• Lady T. It appears to me— I {Spiokiug 

.'n\ /Sir C, Looking at it in that light — I toget&er). 
• A L^y T. That— 
A ^Sir a That— J 

LadyT. WelU 

u(./ ^.aMhi 

^ Lady !7V That what > 
00/ iiSir-G^ That— if tb^ cannot be happy togeAer— they 
are much better apart. My opinion is, that they ought to 
i J 1 Jl«pai»j5e+7^bite "tii^ can. 

J i/u vfir . : . {Putting on his gloves to^go outJ) 

jCcufjljr^ YqT9. doa't dine at home to-day. 

d2 
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Sir C. Don't I? M t. ;l .o\\ 

Lady T, You think I am ignorant of your moyemff^l^v 
but you are mistaken. Answer me this dii^ot qi^^^ti^. 

Sir C. Postpone it till I am in the kumpjai^ andjI)WU 
answer you a dozen — ^but when that m^y be ii^jJia^Qit))^ 
I can promise. In the mean while^ I leave you i%4:||^s{ 
p^ted pos$essiou of the field, and, with all, ^.^peiYii|})le 
courtesy, wish your ladyship good moniing* ♦ i^J^i$,ti\r. 

Lady 2\ Oh I he's a brute. There 13 something, ^pii^g^n, 
and Pni determined to find it out. I hate all myster|fi9-riQ^n 
eept niy own. What's this ? A letter* Them's inHh^^g 
I dislike more t^an prying into people's letters. Put ivv.hat 
canone do? {Opens tlie Utter ^ looks at the signature j e^amii€^ 
the addretsSfi^c) Florence Wilmot! I knew .there wa$4»t 
Sfph^me — and she's in it I {reads rapidly) '* leave the hftU3e'I 
— ** ought to have written to Lady Tempest^'*— g oi ■ ^pa i 1 [> 
gone to Sir Marmaduke's — *'if'' — '*^he must follow her"-7T 
and he's gon^, no doubt. He neglects me for every. bodyrHi 
any body. No wife^s flesh and blood can stand this^ IvWilL 
separate from him— I have threatened him • often-^noio Ij 
think I have xeal provocation ; but first I'll — I'll discharge! 
every servant in the house ! [jE^. > 

Scene III. — Drawing-room at Sir Marmadukb's — Sir 
Marmadukb and Florence discovered. 

Sir Mar. Very well, my dear. I told you it would 
be so. Mrs. Herbert is my sister — a motherly womim— 
talks too much — ^but not in mv presence. I am master- in 
my PWi bouae. When you told her that I had received you, 
of course she was delighted. r 

Flo. She took the greatest interest in me. 

Sir Mar. Well, we must go into the country. It is not 
necees^ to consult Mrs. Herbert^ I suppoBe. i have 
given directions for packing up. .\r 

Flo. You do not mean to leave Loiidoi, aii^?< • • / 

Sir Mar. Indeed I do though. I :have. ordered oiwry 
thing for to<^orrow morning. Why not? To-»morcow«[ittr 
he Thursday — ^no^-iet me see—-Safti«rdAy ? . ( ^ o t 

Flok But, sir^ I am not prepared. v^vj arfi 

Sir Mar* Pooh! poob l-r*prep^aed*-Hion6enie< Jvbnovh 
Mrsj Heiboct will want to Btay-r-but I am ^niuitef ii^rmjii 
owsLiiD^se^ She shan't avgue me out ofjnyiiMolHtiQttiii 
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Flo. But it is so sudden — a fortnight hence^ sir — even a 

Sit^*Mat. Silly child — ^who knows what may happen in 
ilWeik^?'* YtiU must come into the country with me. I 
^iHttke^'eare of you. Silly child — I am my own master, 
I^Httlte^. < 

^^^&? VAMe) Leave town to-morrow! Oh ! I must see 
Mrii Mrbert instantly. [ EwU. 

^^''^^ Mar, I came to town to consult the phyiricians-^I 
ddn*t want 'em. THiey may throw the pharmacopoeia into 
file fire, and the College of Physicians with it. Let me 
^ee, I am eighty-two, I believe. I am not sure. A man 
at tfty age can never be quite sure of any thing. As wdl 
as 1 remember, I was eighty-two when I came to town. 
1 w^s- bom in — I foi^et. Sixty something. What 
diflfereiiee does it make ? 4 shall go baek some twenty 
years younger. I can hear better — that's five years good. 
I have recovered my lungs — ^ha ! — that^s as ekar as a bell 
-i*»five years more. 1 have lost the pain in my back — no ! 
jiretty well ! I can walk without a shake— all good signs. 
I am not afraid of Mrs. Herbert^s voice — that^s Worth 
twenty years in itself. Here she is ! 

Enter Mrs. Herbert. 

Mrs, Her. Why, brother ! 
Sir Mar. Sister! 

Mr9. Her. Have you lost your senses ? " -''■ 

Sir Mar. Fm only coming to 'em. . : - .i 

-Mrs. Her. What's the meaning of sUL this noise iflthef- 
house? ^ • 

Sir Mar. Gently — ^gently. 
ioMn. iler* What have you been doing, brother? 
-^ SSfr Jifar. I l^ieve, sister, I am master in my own bouse. 
Mrs, Her. Whafs that ? 
Sir Mar. I stty, i believe-^ 
XlM^.Her. Tut,- tut.' You have ordered tiie servants to 
jjiijolt %ip for the coi^ry ! and we are only three days in 
town — haven't seen a ^Ani^ sight except the Opera and 
the Park — ^been absolutely nowhere— called on nobodf — 
rmhoiy^come to*^eus yet— our visitors, who never were 
ia|<tDWii b^foi>e^ dying to go here and there and ^vierywheDe 
— aBfA^^^^Whorhntieil^ iMen in town these ten years^ I luite 
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been nowhere, and wanting to go to a hundred jdaeeA^aivl - 
you talk of ^ohig back to-morrow morning, and set tb^>, 
serrants packing up like a set of fools, and the wholfi place 
in a, state of disorder, hurry-skurry, Ungle^janglQ^ and*^ . 
what do you mean by it, brother ? Uo to the country ? , 
You haven% surely, the remotest intention oi thinking fof 
leaving town, have you ? The thing's impossible 1 I have 
ordered dresses, and Miss Oldfangle has ordered dresses, 
and we have asked people to come here, and written notes 
to every body, and asked all the Tempests to dinner to< 
morrow. Tou haven% surely, the least imaginable idea of 
the possibility of leaving town to-morrow. Sir Marina* 
duke ? 

Sif Mtif» No, no — ^there,'there— my good soul, my head's 
ftfing open {tif^ into a chair). 

Mrs* Her. Of course, I knew that. Go out of town 
before we have even looked about us ! I hardly know the 
name of the street yet. 

£nter Miss Oldfangle arid Miss Fielding. 

Oh J my dears, it's all a false alarm. Poor Sir Marma- 
duke meant nothing of the kind. It's all a mistake, a 
cruel mistake to agitate you so ; but, there's good souls, 
run and give orders that the packing's to be stopped imme- 
diately. Tell them we are not going to the country ; I 
cfon't know when — ^and there — run, run, and hark ye, mind 
you don't stumble over somebody — I forget his name — 
you know who. 

[JEofeunt Miss Oldfangle and Miss Fielding. 
What good creatures they are, to be sure. What spirits 
and good nature. Happy will be the man that gets one of 
them for his wife. 

JEnfer Mr. Godfrey. 

Are you come to propose, Mr. Godfrey ? 

Godfrey. Propose ? pshaw I I come to know what's ^he 
matter. Can any body tell me what* s the matter ? ; r 
Sir Mar. Who? what? .^ 

Oodfretf. I have just come from Tempest's. The house 
looks as i^it were in quarantine, and the servants crawl aboiiti 
a» if' they were struck with the plague. Florenoe Jias sud-^ 
denly disappeared; Lady Tempest looks as stony anc[ 
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mysterious ag a sphynx ;— all I could get from her was a 
tn!b^able shake of the head, and a ^' Gk> to Sir Marma- 
Anki^ he's at the bottom of it !" 

Sir MAi". Tou'U throw me into a delirium. Oome to ma^ 
— ftff t^^hdtP I know nothing. Mrs. Herbert puts every 
thirig out of my head. 

'Mhs, Her, How can you talk so ? I found him just now 
prfeparihg to return home,— what do you think of that ? Only 
thrife days in town — the whole place topsy-turvy — all the 
people in the house^ up and down and in and out like mad. 
Of course I reftised to go ; didn't it stand to reason ? I hadn't 
been in London^ Pm sure I forget how long^ and he says I 
put everything out of his head, of course I put thai out of 
hi> head^ and a good thing too, for he'd go on — 

Sir Mar, There— *thero, my good creature ; have it your 
own way — only you could say that in fewer words. Her heart 
is ill right, sir — -but the tongue — the tongue ! 

Godfrey. The old story. Well, tell me now about 
Florence— what's all this about Florence ? 

Sir Mar, Florence — ^Florence Wilmot ! a sweet girl, sir; 
an ingenuous girl— -I mean to adopt her — she shall come to 
lite with me at Topple Manor, — a charming girl, sir. 

Godfrey, Stuff— nonsense. She'll turn yoiur house out 
of windows, and bring such a racket about your ears-— talk 
of Mrs. Herbert's tongue — why it's muffled in comparison ! 

Sir Mar, Godfrey, you know nothing about it. Her voice 
is as low as the song of a small bird in the bushes— (Pve 
shot 'em many a time) — ^tongue ! she doesn^t talk — she 
twitters. Pretty, chirping music, compared with a ring of 
iron bells in a steeple. 

Godfrey, But why does this bird fly away so clan- 
destinely? 

Sir Mar, That's her business, sir— and mine. I betray 
no secrets ; if a young lady does me the honour to confide 
in me — ^her secret is locked up safe here. People shouldn't 
ill-use young ladies— no secrets from her, sir. 

Godfrey, Secrets? Then there w a mystery* 

Mrs, Her, No— no. Mystery ? Heaven help your head, Mr. 
Godfrey, it is only alovers' quarrel— don'tyou see how it hap- 
getied— the young people fell out — the most natural thing in 
%Q world — all the young people in my time used to fall out, 
Wt thfeti tti^ were sure to fall In again 5 and take my word 
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Ibr it> prettjr, sauey Florence will do the same. : sSbetii tile 
T^ moral of a girl to plague a man only to makfe^ihionblbe 
hapfHer for it in the end ; besides^ you know l^re nbner^was 
.aweddiis^ without a crossing, and we haye a aofiBigciirfoar 
country, that no man alive can expect to wiVe wiitbm^in 
the same year. ; t(- n in^Auir 

Enter Hope Emerson with Miss OiiDfangi^^i^ '^iss 
Fielding. , . . \. ( 

Ah ! ha!*— So yon did stumble oyer somebody, rdklyotfe? 
-r«ht you conning creatures. Mr. Emerson, deli^tied 
to see you — why, you are looking quite a! piotiure^this 
^raosniDg-^is he not? 

Emerson. Pretty well, thank you. Haye beemtvykig:^ 
horse this morning — a little fluabed*^Godffey, how^d'ye 
do ? — one must try one's own horses — grooms are neyer to 
be depended upon. Tattersall's is a sort of Stock Ex« 
chango^-^he grooms are the brokers, and their nkasten^ the 
sorip that is bought and sold a dozen times a day. My last 
.groom made a fortune out of me. He used to sdlmeiiiva 
premium in the morning — ^buy n^ up at a discount^^Miratrfi 
.the market, and then sell me out in the eyening at a fnght- 
ful profit. By-the-by, Topple, how d'ye do ? 

MH. Her. Not yery well : his head gets a little out of 
.sorts* The &ot is, mj dear Mr. Emerson, London is too 
jioisy fo# him. 

V Sir Mar. Nothing but alarms ever dnce I came to towiK 
(Aside.) And that A€r. — ^what's his name? — b one of 
them. 

Emerson. I have just come from Tempest's-^the strangest 
state of things — ^perfectly inexplicable — ^a strong woi5 — 
but I say adyisedly, that Tempest's house is in a condition 
thatds- piecfectly inexplicable. 

ilfm,0/(f» Good gracious! di 

t Miss Field. How yery odd ! •: .} 

^Emerson. Odd I unutterable* Ihaye a.decided<>bjecti0n 
to what is called a ^' s^^sation J' It ruffles lone, and^midcas 
jone. f^el hi^> and puts one's hair put of order. But I on^ 
&SS.I didleel something approaehiiig toa^ sens^ioa.'fji>'^ 

Mrs. Her, What did you see iurthe name of Worateiri? jm 

jBmrrfon*' I saw more wond6rs thauvtongiie danvvtell. 
There seemed to be a sort of domestic spiasdi taking ^ect 
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ohf the house t as if tke bml^ghad got* sudcfon hicoap, 

isiildi tangled every^ tiling out of its place. The stairs 

ssemed-to'veel — ^the carpet was crooked. Then there was 

fxd^fotie^servant^ and he shied up into a comer as soon as 

iAesanttnteey, The dramng-room looked as if it had had a 

violent fit of hysterics — chairs^ tables^ ottomans, in conTul* 

^^^iKfieri And Lady Tempest? 

Emerson. Statuesque : with a suspicious smile in her eye, 
she went oil) sayii^ that she had made up her mind, and 
'tiiat if I wanted any information, I had better come here. 

SvrMar. Is the nonse under execution ? 

lEmerson. Why, I think not — but she tcdd me you knew 
f^ about ft 

SarMar* I F I'm not the sheriff of the county. 

. , . . . JEiUer Sib Charles. 

. 36-81 Ser. Ah! Here's Sir Charles himself— he'll tell us 
laUabdut it* We're in an agony to know the why and the 
»wliereil6re~there, now — ^1*11 not say a word — only makjd 
haste and tell us all about it. 

Sir C. That's exactly what I came here to know* 

Mrs. Her. Why, don't you know ? 
' Sir C. I know nothing but this, that Florence and Cyril 
lurre quarrelled, that Lady Tempest is in a horrible flurry, 
that Florence suddenly left my house, and that I received 
a letter from her by post, telling me that if I wanted any 
xiews of her I must come to Sir Marmadoke. 

Mrs. Her. Why, Sir Marmaduke — 

Oodfrey. Then you are at the bottom of ity alter all. \ 

EmtTsou. Ah ! Sir Marmaduke. 

\Tht ladies gaihtr round kirn. 

Sir Mar. What do you want me to say ? I'll say any 
thing, only let me be quiet. It seems they send every body 
to me. Very well. 1 can't help that. I'll do the best 1 
roahv K So they haire^ seized upon your house, Sir Charles — 
;aK>irry^toIiear it--<^and this good-natured fellow, here-^ai« 
^fOKk bome to dinner?>^glad to see you. There, I hope 
you are all .satisfied. Now do, there's a good soul, do let 
me liave a Uttie quietness^ 
A[ >8ir€^{I>rmoiNg Mrs. Her. aside.) Where'is Florence ? 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



42^ TEMPER. 

Sir C, Send for her quickly. I'll exphdn presently. 

Mrs, Her, Dear Miss Fielding^ will you look for Florence, 
and bring her here. But don't say a word. 

Mi8$ field. Oh I trust me. [Exit. 

Sir C, (Aside to Mrs. Her.) I have seen Cyril. He does 
not know a syllable about Florence's retreat-^oes not eyen 
know she has left my house. So I thought I would lay a 
trap for them both. I desired him to meet me here. I 
expect him every instant. Good generalship? 

Mrs, Her. Capital. Are you sure he'll come? 

Sir C. Come? He's here already. 

Enter Cyril* 

Mrs, Her, Ha ! Cyril — it's quite a sight for a blind man 
to ^Q you. What a stranger you are. Well, well — ^you 
must make up for it, and come every day while we are in 
town— always charmed to see you. Bless me ! how pale ' 
you look — but you must rally — ^you really must — iV^ tdl a 
pack of folly you know for a young fellow like you to losd 
your spirits — and — Cyril, there's somebody here you little 
expect to see — eh? What do you think of that? Prepare 
yourself for a surprise — ^you'll be delighted. 

Curil Madam — I — 

Mrs. Her, Hush ! somebody's coming that will put some 
colour in your cheek. 
£w^er Florence and Miss FiELDiNoa^ the opposite side. 

Cyril. Miss Wilmot ! Charles, you should have told 
me this. It was not kindly or wisely done* 
[ Miss Field, Why — no — yes I — ^it is he ! 

Sir Mar. {Starting up.) He? — who? Is thereof going 
to.feUin? 

Cyril gazes for a moment at Florence, and goes out. 

Emerson. These country people have such violent feel- 
ings. Sarah is going to faint. 

Mrs. Her, Here, take my salts, my dear — ^run, son^e^' 
bodv, and get a little water — take her to the window- 
don t talk, my dear — I know what it is— faintness and a 
little sickness — a very common thing with young ladies- 
keep yourself quiet — a few drops of sal volatile, and some 
burnt feathers under your nose, will bring you all right; 
i^ain. 

l^They crowd about her. Curtain drops. 
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ACT. IV. 

Scene I. — Sir Marmadxjke Toppls's. — Enter Mrs. 
Herbert, jfe/fowerf by Mr. Godfrey, /r<?m dinner. 

Mrs, Her, What a strange, unaccountable sort of mftn 
yQU are, to be sure, Mr. Godfrey ; to leave poor Sir Mar- 
maduke alone over his wine, to come to talk to me. What 
can you possibly have to say to me that you mightn't have 
sai4 at dinner ; I, too, who know so well that you abs^o- 
lalely dislike the society of women — oh ! yOu needn't 
deny it, I know it well enough. 

Godfrey, I don^t deny it. 

Mrs, Her, Now, really, that is very rude of you ; — the 
fact is, you're as crusty as old port — when you're left to 
yourself you're well enough, but if any body disturbs you, 
you're clouded in a minute. But I should, just for curiosity, 
like to know why you dislike women ? 

Godfrey, Because their tongues are everlastingly goiftg. 

Mrs, Her, Mere exuberance of spirits. They haven't 
the least harm in it, and if they had only judicious friends 
like you to regulate them — 

Godfrey, Regulate ? One might as well try to regulate 
a fire-shell. They must explode. 

Mrs. Her, You actually think that a woman caunot coh- . 
trpl her tongue ? — that she must talk ? — ^that she can't — 

Godfrey. Will you Tisten to me, Mrs. Herbert ? I came 
tp talk to you — I don't want you to talk — I want you to 
listen. 

^ ilrs. Her. You don't know us, sir ; women can be dumb 
aa.jStatues when they please, and you shall acknowledge it 
too. 

QQdfrey. I didn't come here to discuss the whole sex—* 
one is enough at a time. Will you listen to me quietly for 
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tfulee minutes? HaT« you had any convisrsa&W'Altith 

Florence aboBt Cyril ? u » I uh\ 

Mrs. Her. (Assents,) ' i >* 

Godfrey. Well ?— eh ?— What did she say ?^Nothiiig>f 1 

Mrs, Her. {Looks vaguely,) * - • "f^ 

Godfrey . Did she tell you why the match wa» bn^ktiii iff* 

Mrs. Her. (Shakes her head.) ! 1 i ■ -'^'i/ 

Godfrey. No. Is there any other attaohmetit in* the ^^ P 

Mrs. Her. {Looks vaguely.) ..-,.. 

Godfrey. What do you mean by that? What^ (fid aher 

say} Did she say any thing? Can you give me any in^ 

formation i Have you lost the use of your tohgue ? No h 

Then why don^t you speak ? I want to reconcile thescf 

young fools. 

util&'AijErer. Toudo? 

. uSodfrieyu Thank Heayen she has recovered her speetbl^'^ 

Mrs. Her. You see we can be silent, Mr. Gbdfrey. -^ 

. ' Godfr^. iPfAimr I you can be any thing — I know 4t. 

What's to be dome ? I can get nothing out of Oyrilj 'efc^ 

oept that be^has Inroken off the engaganent himself* 

Mrs. Her. And nearly broken her heart at the same time.- 
Godfrey. Pm glad of it. 
, vMrst Mbt. Why, you Vandal ? 

f Godfrey. Bms^oBe he has broken his own too, and two 
bn)ken'^JM9acts ere of no earthly use but to mend each 
other. ■ 

Mrs. Her. The lady's particularly ; none but an idiot^ 
W6uld ventdte on a heart with a flaw in the title. 
"' Godfrey. {Draws a newspaper out of his pocket). Look here, 
l^^rfeitd itfor you— an announcement in one of the fashion- 
able paragraphs this morning — *^ On dit — a mani^e is on 
thei/nptf hetween a gentleman well-known in the Wi^st4fhd 
circles, and residing in May Fair, and a lady of krgtf ^ 
fortune on a visit in the neighbourhood of Porflandi-pb^" 
Do you understand that ? Florence, <ma!am—i-Fi(Hience^4s 
thfrfedy erf lai^ fortune. < '> t , \L 

Mrs. Her. Ah ! what a scandalous thing to put us intO'tife^ 
p^p^rsv : \%fp to Florence at onirei' ^ 'L 

Godfrey. Better not. ( Throws the paper on the iable^f^ 
P^^psabe- knows nothing About it^ and it will only i^t 
new wickedness in her head? But who's the gentieman in^^ 
Hs^jp Vw^ i atedt^^thi^ scaiap Emeriloii. uf se<^t4iiy^ 
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r{1t9/r^^ib?i < Bmerson I oh I bless yoa— »-ha! ha! ha I h^^ 
not Florence — it's one of my country beauties, with a large 
fortune ! — ha ! ha ! Don't make yourself miserable. 
Pl^lwifeerT'fbless -you! it's not Florence. I'm contrineed 
she loves Cyril. Now you go back to Sir Marmaduke 
ili if^f^ihim^ cfngaged — he delights in a gossip over his 
wine — and I'll have a talk with Florence and bring 'em 
&)g^jd^ifa^Q to f^ce, and put an end to it — it's alt a pack 
o' nonsense — lovers' quarrels^ as they used to say in Latin; 
wft«n I^ waii ^^ girl I had the Latin quite gHfc, but Latin 
or, Greek, you know^ it's all the same in Englkh-^humaii 
B^tive, Mr, Godfbey^ is as good in one language asvnutber; 
limJf^ it all to me, but I tell you I've a shrewd^stospidoit 
there's a little temper at the bottom of it all. f; ' / 

Godfrey. A little? It's all temper. (Aside.) 8he'»^an 
exeelA^tf wonlan* Talk? I could listen to her with pUa- 
sure for « month. \ - 

]iMirs,,Met. (R^urmng). That temper's a i terrible ^dmig, 
Mr^Qodfi^ey-^it makes every body uncomfortable^ and putd 
every thing outy and nothing goes on as it ought to do 
wheofe gplrls — » . ^ 

Godfrey. There — there — it's coming on again. \ ^ 
[Mrs. Herbert puts kerjinger on her Up onAgoes^ff. 
i Qo^ey. I believe a woman would rather be dumb thhn 
t^k in modex^tion. It's like drink^-^total afastiiieiiee> is! 
easier than temperance. [Exki > •< 

Enter Miss Oldpanglb and Miss Fm^ni^cit /ri'^ /iW 

boudoir. They dawdle about the roomy and take ^hairs^q^t^ 

ta^c^ from each other; Miss OLDFANQI4E hamnj/ iffJ^fB^{^p\ 

.^ the newspaper. . < ] 1 m> - 

hiKTmOCd. ( With an air qftaeariness.) Lawk I this Lpndoa* 

i^a-is^oddi^y idle place. f .^ ) . 

MkifiJField. Yery> my dear. 

^;iMSy« Old.i One Is. lost* here in the crowd* : / ' ; 

Miss Field. Yes, it does bring down some peopfe tO'Adri 
Pfilpofilevel. 

ARss Old. I'm sure I dont'l know wteU; you mean by^thtit^t 
nqiyAdear* ^ 

:JlfisiE^ilt^. Notddng, my dear ; only one must sa^KOfii!^^ 

itfA^jC^ Thea I wish yim'd tdl m tbr fruiteolit)ii«'^ 
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•tory about Mr. Tempest, Misfl Fielding^ I'm «uce it was 
very strange that you should show such uncomsiQu A&t^' 
tion at sight of a gentleman you never met before^ 

Miss Field. W^t's that ? I show agitation ? 

Mi»9 Old. I merely remarked that it was vepy pwrtimiiar 
to faint away before every body when Mr* Xemp^^l^ Q^ipe 
in — especially as it was well-known he was an engaged 
man. 

Miss Field, Pray, my dear, did you ever hear of a woman 
fainting when there was nobody present? An engaged 
man I There are such things as glass windowsj my dear, 
and if you aceuse me of an improper motive for faintiog-*— 

Mm OU. Well''— do you deny it? 

Miss Field You know well enough that the horses can 
away, and that I might have been killed but for Mr» Tem- 
pest who stopped them. Do you think Vd have fainted 
if I knew he was engaged? (Risii^ and going tothe%oindouf.) 

Miss Old. (Aside!) bbe's looking out for Mr; Emerson. 
How aatonished she'd be if she knew that he has all but 
made me an offeri 

Miss Fields (Aside,) She's watching me like a cat. She 
suspects Emerson is coming. Let her sit th^e and pre- 
tend to read the paper. She'll want something to amuse 
her when he eomes, for I'm sure he won't trouble himself 
iinth her. He has half proposed for me already. 

J!i£ss Old. Well! — of all the things — ^it is not possible! 
-^it is--il means me ! (Drops the paper,) 

Miss Field. Me! What's the matter? Are you going 
to faint? 

" ' Mi$s Old. Nothing — I-^^Putting her foot on the paper — 
aside) if she sees it, she'll take it to herself. 

ABs% Field. Vm quite surprised at you, Misa Oldfapgl^^ — 
don't you know it's very indelicate to cry out in tlwkt hys(>e« 
. rical kind oi way. (Stooping to take up the paper.) 

Miss Old. No— It's nothing'**-doa''t miod, my dear. 

Miss FieUl. (Aeide.) There's eomc^bing in that paper she 
doesn't want me to see 1 Why, my dear, you look dread- 
folikspale^ I.-) 

MmOld.T>oU 

Mm Field. Ymrlipu are quite white } Yoamuiittttill 
—I'll alarm the house. 

jlfy;^OH,(S¥ddemfyrimisf.) No^^^A^^fep He^veiiV^Bake— 
I'm quite well now. 
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' 'Mi8$ Field. {Snaiehing the paper.) Then you shouldn't 

4Kghten one so. 

Miss Old, (Aside.) What a suspicious^ ill-mannered, ugly 
thing she is ! She'll find it all out now — ^let her ! How 
morified she'll be when she discovers that Mr. Emerson's 
attentions to me are already notorious in the fashionable 
dreles. That I should be scarcely a week in town and get 
into the newspapers ! The spiteful creature will drown 
herself. lEmit 

Miss Field. Lord help us^ how she swirls off! I wonder 
what's in the paper {reads!) '* Matrimony. A gentleman, 
aged 40, is anxious to meet with a lady" — I should not be 
a bit astonished if she was to answer an advertisement for a 
wife. Here's something marked — ** marriage on the tapis- 
gentleman — May Pair — lady — large fortune — PortlfiTftd 
Place." Why this is Portland Place — ^lady on a visit — 

' that's me — gent1eman*-that's Emerson ! But how oould 
they have found out that he was in love with me P The 
newspaper's a witch ! Marriage on the tapis«*-that's a little 
too much, though. He hasn't proposed yet*-*but it's all the 
same ; he has said such things — and looked rings and 
licences at me till I haven't the heart to sav No 1 How 
thunderstruck he'll be to find it in print I'll keep this 
(Puis it into her pocket)^ and fihew it to him. It wiU bring 
him to the point at once. I suppose a man can't well deny 
such a thing when he sees it in a newspaper. [Exit 

Enter Emerson drawing CvRiii afttr him. 
Emerson. Courage, my good fellow, courage. 
Cyril. Courage — what should I fear ? 
Emerson. That's what I want to know. Look at me. My 
plans have been upset a hundred times through life ; but no 

~ man ever saw me betray a defeat. Face every thing. Turn 

' round upon a difficulty, and look at it, straight into the eyes, 
and yoiiU make it ashamed of itself. Stare it out of coon* 
tenance. Nothing oan stand that. 
■ ' G^ril. I would in any other case — but— 

^'^i Emerson. Butt resmution swallowed in a but Weak 
men keep their principles for theory, and their exceptions 
for practice. Listen to me. You know you frightened Miss 
jading nearly into a fit, and then vanished without a word 
of explanation. 
^ ^'^Ggrik There was nothing to explain. Happened to save 
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h^r from an accident in the streets — I wish I had never s^n 
her ! — and so the moment she recognised me here, she munt 
throw herself into a fit, as you call it. I couldn^t help tl^at. 

Emerson, But it is only polite to call and inquire — 

Cyril "Well — well — I'm here. 

Emerson. And, being here, I want you ta do tte a little 
service. The fact is, I am in a dilemma — not in. lpgip,;|^tf 
in women. Will you help me? 

Cyril How? 

Emerson. I must be candid with you. Circumstances are 
desperate with me. I have expended a fortune in scH^al 
speculations — ^laying down surveys of single women of re- 
puted fortune, and just when the plans and secti<ms were 
completed, finding the issue — smoke. It is the calamity oi , 
the age — great projects ending in* bubbles. 

Cyril But what can I do ? 

Emerson. You can make love to a woman for me 

Cyril. Make love for you. 

Emerson. Don't let us quarrel about terms. / can't afford 
to make love in your way. It will cost you nothing to make 
love in mine. 

Cyril What do you mean ? 

Emerson. These two Derbyshire spinsters here, are said to 
have great county fortunes. That's the problem I want to 
solve $ but I find I cannot manage it alone. Women, like 
birds, are shy of a single springe ; perplex them by a choice 
their heads become giddy, they flutter, and drop into the 
trap. 

Cyril And you seriously want me to make pretence of— 

Emerson, If you had the smallest knowledge of the sez^^ 
you would do it for your own sake. Florence Wihhot-'^li I 
I know all about your affairs — she's going on at a shocking- f 
rate ; she's in such riotous spirits, flustering everybody wlMvi 
her horriUe gaiety at such a moment. Pique her^ mtnl ^^If 
you can't touch her feelings, pique her vaaity. * . ., \( 

Cyril Florence in riotous spirits? - / rm 

Emerson. I wish you could bear her laugh. \ . \^' 

Cyril No — no. And I thought her such a miracle ! j.iuoi 

Emerson. Ah I M women, like conjurers' |r|ck6^^^^re 
miracles to the ignorant. Just make loire toi4)M of itiM^ti 
wood nymphs — i liiO t^iV*. 

Cyril Make love ? It would nJrive me mad — 1 cannot ! 
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Emerson. Who does ? love is not made, it grows. 

Cyril And the soil is the human heart ! ( Clasps his hands 
fn emotion over his eyes,) 

Emerson. By no means improved by watering. Hush ! 
here they are. 

'j> rJSbnfirr Miss Oldfangle and Miss Fielding. 

Zi«idiei^y ydvtr devoted. Mr. Tempest comes to throw 
himself at your feet for having disconcerted you so 
strangely yesterday, but it seems he had not the least idea 
of the mischief he had done. 

Miss Old. Oh ! no mischief, I am sure. Did he, my 
dear? 

- Mss Field. Well, really it was all my fault. But one 
ctm^ihelp a Htri^ sensibility on such an occasion. 

Miss Old. Oh ! Mr. Tempest will promise not to shock 
you again, my dear. Won't you, Mr. Tempest ? {Aside.) 
I wish he*d offer to talk to her. 

Cyril. You may safely go security for me to your friend. 
' Emerson. But then you must enter into recognizances 
never to be run away with again in his presence. 

Miss Old. Unless he runs away with her himself, Mr. 
Emerson. 

Miss Field. No danger of that, my dear, when the supe- 
rior attractions of Miss Oldfangle are in th^ way. 

Miss OM. You are so very good-natured. But Mr. Tem- 
pest has too much taste to be of that opinion. 

Cyril. {Aside.) What a ridiculous wrangle 1 have got 
myself into. 

Emerson. A challenge. Tempest. A new Judgment of 
FaYis. ' 

Cyril, (Taking up a drawing from the table.) A very pretty 
l4l^scape, touched with feeling and boldness. Pray who ' 
ia^ihe artist 7 
^'Miss'Fi^ld. That's instinct. Miss Oldfangle, to be sure. 

Miss Old. Ameretrifle— don't look at it. It is one of 
my very worst. 

Miss Field. There's a portfolio full of them in the next 
room. 

^Oyril<^ r*im half an amateur myself— at least, a grekt 
adttmr; If Mifife Oldfangle would gratify me— 

Miss Old. TheyVe nothing, I assure you. 
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M{$s Field. Don't believe her. She has drawn halfi 
Derbyshire. She's famous for likenesses, too— she'll take 
yours if you 3it to her. Do make her, Mr. Tempest. . 

CyriL You will not refuse me the pleasure— 

Miss Old. Really — I assure you — mere sketches — ^bow 
provoking! {Going off reluctantly with Cyrii^.) 

Emerson. Did you observe that ? 

Miss Field. What ? 

Emerson. She's iealous to distraction of you. 

Miss Field. Oh! fie — nonsense. 

Emerson, True, child, as you live. Sarah ! what a tre- 
mulous softness there is in that name. Very extraordinary 
— ^it's like a fate. 

Miss Field. What's like a fate? 

Emerson. The name of Sarah. Sarah ! Curious that I 
should always have had a sort of romantic attachment for 
the name of Sarah. It was my boy-dream. Sarah I 

Miss Field. Now, you'll get bewildered if you go on at 
that rate. Why should Miss Oldfangle be jealous of nie^ I 
want to know ? 

Emerson. Why? Look in the glass, child, and you^ll 
see at once. 

Miss Field. Pooh ! she's jealous of every body. 

Emerson. But of you in particular. She confessed as 
much to me. 

Miss Field. She did ? What did she say ? 

Emerson. It was not so much what she said as what she 
hinted. Some women have great talents for hinting. 

Miss Field. Hinting ? Did she presume to hint abput 
me ? 

Emerson. You must not compromise me ! 

Miss Field. Of course I won't, 

Emerson. The fact is she's abominably envious of your 
superior style of living ; she cannot forgive you becaufif^-r- 
one hardly knows how to talk about such low things — but 
she's envious to death of your estate — in short, tl^e Field- 
ing property sets her beside herself. 

Miss Field. Oh ! she's envious of ray property? Vm sm*^ 
that's more than'I am of hers. 

Emerson, {Aside.) I suspected as much. {To Aw.) Old 
familvi I believe ? 

Mm Field. 0\A imAVjl Old cobwebs. As toBderly 
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^flf. lt*s a mere kennel. She is the laughing stock of the 
v^TiiAe couhty, with her pride and her meanness. 

Emerson. Ay, Brierly Hall — a tumble-down old place, 
no doubt — ^but then her dividends — 
"^Hiftss^FiM. If she has any, they must be amongst the 
unclaimed dividends. Why, she's poverty itself. 

Emerson. You astonish me. 

Miss Field. She can't even afford to keep the old hovel 
in repair. She has nothing but a paddock, and lives on 
the grass. Brierly Hall? Famine Hall, say I. 

Emerson. How people may be deceived in this world. 
TStLt now that you mention it, I always thouglit there was an 
uneasy pretension about her. 

Miss Field. And vanity equal to any thing. I shouldn't 
he surprised, now, if she thought that you — 
' Emerson. Nor I — out in her calculation, though, Sarah. 

Miss Field. I should say so. 
•' Em^son. No — from the first moment I saw you, I felt 
L*^I need not say what I felt. 

Miss Field' No; I have it here {Taking out the paper). 
Have you seen the Post to-day? 

Emerson. I fancy I have. 

Miss Field. Did you notice a paragraph in it abolit a cer- 
tidn gentleman and a lady in Portland rlace? 

Emerson {Aside), I should imagine so, seeing that 1 wrot6 
it myself. 

Miss Field. Read it. . 

Emerson {Aside). I suppose I ought to be taken by sur- 
prise. How very wonderful I Where could they hav^' got 
their information ? 

Miss Field. I thought I should have dropped when I 
read it. Isn't it astonishing ? 

'^^^Emerscm. Paralysing! Love in a cottage was my rim- 
bilS6tt ; but here it says " large fortune" — that's what puz- 
-iflfelsitie. 

-^^J*ij5-Lp/e/J. And me too. They're coming back. One 
never can get five minutes in this house — rollow me into 
W^next room by-and*by. 

b!0 i \ ) IReturns tQJoin Miss Oabfangm and 

Cyril as ihey enter. 

viifi»ii;^/is5More puadtftd than ever. A' shrtlbbery you 

b2 
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could cover with a pocket-handkerchief — a pa((]d(k!k^'^>and 
live on the grass. Lilli put Cottage and Famine Hrffcfrnl 
am beginning to think they are a couple of rural ftn|K«%ors. 
CyriL Miss Oldfangle is really quite an arli&t. ' v' > 
Miss Field. I told you so. If you could see hired&oat 
a profile with a pair of scissors ! — ^a snip or tii^^^ntt't)I>ire^s 
a head can do every thing but speak. She has ddnr altthe 
gentlemen for ten miles round; and, when ehe eail'tgetdLity 
one to sit to her, she cuts out a fancy portrait, and-eaUsit 
Alexander the Great or the Duke of Wellington. She^s.^eat 
in the duke's nose ! She has all her nieces, and nepbms^ 
and cousins framed over the mantelpiece': snxch fm^ long 
foreheads and round chins, all looking the one way, Ufa;/ a 
procession. (Aside,) I have half a mind to Bh<)w nim' the 
paragraph. He's sure to talk of it. - 

[Miss Oldfangle and EM£RdO(M mtoe 
towards the boudoir. 

Cyril Perhaps she's going to take Mr. Emerson's likfe- 
ness. *' 

Miss Field, No great likelihood of that, between ydu 
and me« Iiook here^ Mr. Tempest. I know you are a dis- 
creet young gentleman; and if you should feel very much 
surprised at u hat I am going to show you, you will not 

Li/rit. Yoti may trust me. 

^"\flfm Field, I think I may — and yet men have so littie 
'.li^fcintrol over themselves. 

^^ Cyril. Pray explain: you provoke my curiosity. 

Miss Field. Well, there — read that paragraph. There's 

somebody alluded to there, you know very well. 

[^Averts her head while he is reading.^ 
Cyril, What is this? Fickle, per fidious woman! '^'^ 
Miss Field. Mercy upon us ! What does he tdean? • 
CyriL In two or three days, too !— two W three liours ! 

Th^t you should encourage the addresses of anotti^I 

— oh, woman ! woman ! / ' '\ 

itfiss JF7e/rf. Mr. Tempest! ; '^i^ 

G/ril. I thought you had chairaetef'^ntallect— pricto^^ 

beauty — every thing that could make a woman pike'^htT- 

self. Now I under.^tand Emerson's aUa^iods. ^ ^ -^^ ' V . 
Miss Field. What! didheaUude? 
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hnsCffHI* Wbatt if all love were at an end between us, you 
Imightfitill bare commanded my respect. 
yiijMi9$iMM You don't mean that? 

Cyril, i$qeh shameless haste. 
^uoMi99)Field. Mr. Tempest, will you listen to me? 
a'oi<^i/,:;t«isten? you can say nothing to contradict this. 
siUMdsetflield. I know I can't. I acloiowledge it all ; but 
^{irlio lar &e name of fortune could have imagined that 
*yeit— 

Cyril. True — ^true. I have no right to complain. I 
.JoRawthaL 

J Mi»8 Fieid. It's very flattering in you, Mr. Tempest — 
J vefv— •but^— 

- :- . Qrri/. -Don't speak to me in that foolish way. There's 
somebody coming. Tis Florence I I must compose myself. 
She shall not have the satisfaction of seeing me in this state 
^irf-^<ih t amel Florence ! [Goes into the boudoir. 

Miss Field. Perfidious woman ! Here's a catastrophe ! 
, Jjf the yo^ng man goes on in this way he*ll make Emerson 
jealous ; and then shouldn't we have a scene ! Oh t I'll 
xjgo after him, and separate them at all events. \Exit, 

Enter Florence, followed by Mrs. HfiUfiERT. 

Flo. What can I say more? Vm sure you mean it 
kindly, madam — ^but you distress me — I cannot bear it. 

Mrs. Her. Tush, my dear — I know what sort of stuflF 
^Is are made of— I was a girl myself once— and had my 
share of the love nonsense, too, let me tell you. Come, 
come, you had better be advised by me — ^forgive and fo^rget 
^rrra good old maxim, my dear. 

Flo. My dear madam — 

Mrs^ Her. Ay, ay, all very well ; but what is it all 
about ?■•— a trumpery quarrel after all. 

Flo, No, we had no quarrel. 
t jjT Jitrs. Her. No quarrel ! Then why is the match broken 

Flo, Why ? These things appear so siUy to every body 
else ! I know what people say when they bear of them, 
..ai^h^WLCim j[ hope to make such a foohsh trifle appear 
-f^s9i»ble to you ? 

Mrs. Her. Why, there it is — convicted out of your own 
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month. If it's « fbolUh trifle^ why don't 70U giTe it; |i|>')ijyBe ( 
a sensible girl ? >- f.tum > 

Flo. Ah! foolish to you— a trifle to all the vorWtbftiideir 
-»-but such trifles sometimes influence the whole UyiesQir. 
the actors in them. Not trifles to the yowir, 8Hgte-ai|4r 
idle as they seem: how they haunt us day andnigW-gigwe}: 
shapes of sorrow to our dreams, and bnng upon Nus(>e4fes 
as redl as any which afflict the old. But, inoe^d^ this^Mi 
not my case — my heart is perfectly at ease, be assured^if 
thatl 

Mre. Her. Florence, I knew your mother from childi* - 
hood. You have exactly her temper — she was like machle 
when her pride was touched, although she had a noble ^d 
m99t generous nature. You cannot deceive me^ nor is it 
right you should. You are alone in the world — no adviser 
-^y<>an{% lovely, rash, with a fortune in your hands^ which 
will mtu^e you the prey of speculators that are jprowlinst. 
about like wolves. Ah ! you think yourself secure, but 1 
know the world better. I was your n^pther's confidante 
through every thing — ^her close friend through life— I must 
be yours ; my judgment may not be the best, but it will be 
a comfort for you to know there is an old friend who loves 
you as fondly as if you were her own child. I know you 
are miserable, Florence. 

Flo*, No, no, I am not. 1 have struggled against that, 
and overcome it, I think. You are so good to me ! 

Mrs* Her. There — there — you will be better presently. 
Cjonfide in me, child. 

Flo, I do feel a little crushed, but it will pass away. It 
was this — Cyril Tempest, 1 know not how, we were much 
together — be guided my tastes — indulged and flattered 
them — I felt the superior mind — ^I was conscious only of 
the pleasure of traversing the new regions into which his 
knowledge led me — starry wonders that grew brighter as 
he spoke ! I thought of nothing more, for that was heip- 
piness enough — calm, gentle, pme ! Why could it not have 
lasted without other feelings coming in. to destroy the- 
peace of both? . ) 

Afr^. J3er. Poor child ! — ^go on. . ^ .y!. 

Flo. Well, one day — I know not how it was — Cyril ^^\ 
something-rno, he did not speak, he wrote i,t— the. onffWpffjl,^ 
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let)^ into my brain — a new existence opened before me — 
fountains of love, that had been shut up in the recesses of 
my 'heart> pushed forth at once. It was like magic — I was 
a changed being — overwhelmed with surprise, and fear, and 
j^yu^-tfiid yet I wondwed I had not foreseen it all before — 
itwis so dear ! 

Mrsi Her* It is a very old story, ray dear. But after 
isakingf this wonderful discovery, and settling every thing, 
how did it happen? 

Flo. I will tell you. Perhaps you will think me pas- 
sionate, but — ah! {Sees Ctbil talking to Miss Fibldino 
withm.) 

Mrs, Her. What's the matter now ? 

Flo. Ezouse me — some other time — ^it is very ridiculous 
— I-^ 

Mrs, Her, (Looking bach and seeing CvRiii.) Ah ! tbaf s it 
-^was there ever any thing so lucky ? Cyril I 

Flo. You will not surely? 

Mrs. Her. But I will surely. 

FlOi I iirtreat you not— 

Mrs, Her, Cfyril Tempest, come here. Come down 
here. Bless the boy, how frightened he looks. 

Cyril, Madam. 

Mrs. Her. Now, Cyril, gfo over this moment to Florence, 
and tell her youVe very sorry, and all that— for Fm sure 
you^re to blame — ^if s no use trying to explain — I don^t want 
any explanations — go over at once, and do as I tell you. 
"Well, why don't you go ? I suppose you don't expect her 
to be the first, do you ? 

Cyril. I have nothing to say, madam, except that, under 
existing circumstances, I beg to apologise for my presence 
here, and take my leave. {Aside.) My brain's on fire. 

[Exit. 

Flo, You are amazed at that. 

Mrs, Her. Struck dumb. 

Flo. Yet these are the foolish trifles at which sage peo- 
ple laugh, but which wring young hearts. We ought not 
to have met — we must not meet again. After this you will 
not ask me to see Cyril Tempest— you will not speak to me 
about the past. It is over. Call it pride, folly, what you 
Will i blame me, too, rather than him, in your own thoughts 
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— ^but keep sSenee^ and you will see how KaprpV • !• AaU^e 

by and by — ^in a little time — time — ^time ! ' I— nsod s^sd 
[Mrs. Herbert draws her amof id tlmsJb€tt& 

Enter Sir Marmaduke and GrODPREY/ro7i^Jfl^ij^i|5j„Q^ 
Sir Mar. What signifies dates, sir? fHistf BwfibidfUs 
liquid sunshine — Ah ! ladies (Looking to theiQwdoif^sttiiaw^ 
d'ye do, ladies ? — ran away from your wine^^s^nahibei^'dAr. 
There's a pulse^ Godfrey {Feeling his own puhe)-fHihk pBse 
of a boy — •'; " v^V^ ■^^'?* 

Godfrey. Burgundy fever. / - i f x VT^ 

Sir Mar. No — the youthfulness of my tdood • ; \f. •*>'=** 
Cror/frcy. At eighty ? -^ c,rV 

Sir Mar. Eighty? I can taste honey for all thatC. -^^e 
mind is young, sir — eighteen ! My spirits mo«iktit6itIie sliftks ; 
aad Hrhile old fdlows like you are creeping a^o«tih^^eai%h, 
I am dancing with the Aurora BcNnealis. Eigiuty may jgiir 
hang* ' * . ^orf* 

^Servants appear with coffee, and in the co^s^j 
of the scene. Miss OldfanglB| i^s 
Fielding, Emerson, and the others, mope 
about, and form groups at the back. \-^ 

Mrs. Her, Mr. Godfrey, won't you take coffee ! I An 
sure you and Sir Marmaduke have had gossip enough forJ^-"^ 
one evening. Talk of ladies ! 

Sir Mar. {Approaching Florence.) Art dreaming child? 
Have you found fairy money in your dream ? 

Flo. Yes — to waken up a bankrupt. I beg pardon, w-^ 
— ^indeed I was thinking of that pleasant house td wHieh 
you promised to take me — far away from this. I aiU vidw 
quite ready to go. • jfnoss 

Sir Mar. Good — good. You shall go. I Innre setnhfjrR 
heart on il. Shall we run away-^youand I? ^ Whsf^a 
plaguy stir it would make, if we were t© elope i ■ ' t'^sMn-oi 

Flo. I'm afraid, sir, we should have Mm. Herbert: poito 
haste after us. - \ ^T ' '^ A 'Af> 

Sir Mar. But the chariot of Venus would outstlapnibcn 
wkids^ with these pretty hands* to giode £he traces lofvShe 
doves. If I were a young fettow, now!. My . depr^^iyouo 
must marry out of the way, or, upon my honour, I shall be 
oUiged to ruiki)ff with you myself. \A\ aw\\>ot> 
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ofh^AH ! -Sir Manniidnke, what a gallant man you nrast 
have been — ^long ago 1 

SirhMat. Don't say long ago. It makes roe think I'm old. 
I am wilUng enough to forget all about that — if people 
would^ n^t me. 

-dFSfcnljJiavd heard my father talk of what you were, when 
yourtad he'were at collie. 

Sir Mar* Ah !— ha — ^1 was an incorrigible rogue. 
> J%^ How you drore tandem to admiration— 

Sir Mot, And used to shoot the turnpikes like an arrow ! 

Flo. How you rode, cricketted, hunted — 

Sir Mar. I could take a six-foot hedge wiiii a ha-ha — 

Fh. And danced the minuet — the i;eel — 
^ Sir Mm: And Sir Roger de Coverley — 

jFXa: Ah } that was sixty years ago ! 

Sir JKtf . Soitwas ! — soitwas ! Time does spoil one'sdanc- 
im^ somehow; but not the affections. Like trees, the older 
they grow the deeper they take root. You shall see — I will 
take you to the manor — you shall get up your spirits, come 
bade to town> and be married. 
' Flo. Oh ! no — I will never marry. 

Sir Mar. But you shall. Godfrey tells me something 
about somebody — but he so confuses things. 

Flo, Ah I sir, let us first get into the country, afid then 
we shall have time to think of the future. 

Enter Servant. / 

Ser. Lady Tempest is below, inquiring if Sir Chadies ist 
het^e. '\ 

Mrs. Her. Then why don^t you show her up ? ' 

.Ovc^y^ Let us get away first. She's oomft to vent 
some of her domestic wrongs, and I don't think any of us 
aye. in a humour to hear her. 

. Sir Mar. Pm sure I'm not. We must have no wrongs 
to-night. Godfrey, let us finish our argument over an- 
otim bottle of Burgundy. 

Mrs. Her. Tell Lady Tempest PU come to her in a 
mbment. " lExit Servant. 

-^\Emtrson. {To thtlaiks) ForHeavai's sake let us make 
oar escape into the next room. She's perfectly intolerable. 

I ... [Retiring with them into the boudoir. 

Godfrey* Her name scatters them like a shot in a pre« 
serve. 
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Mn. Her. Well, *tis very iU-natured of you all to run 
away from poor Lady Tempest. But I mustn^t keep her wait- 
inff. I'm sure it's very kind of her to call — we have so many 
thmgs to say to each other, and one never can get time in 
London to speak to one's friends [Exit^ 

Sir Mar. Come, Godfrey^ vanish ! or she'll be back upon 
us. 

[Sir Mabmaduke and Godfbet ffo out. 

Flo. Alone ! It is my lot. Light hearts and careless 
live in the crowd, which is the deepest solitude to me. But 
why should I dwell on these miserable feelings ? I have 
but one lesson to learn — to forget. He has foraotten me 
— shut his heart upon me. I wiU try to forget hun. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TEMPER. St 






ACT V. 

ScBNjB.— Sir Mabmaduke's. — Enter Mas. Herbbbt 
meeting Miss Olpfangi^e^ and Miss Fielding. 

Mrs, Her, Oh ! my dears — such news — such horrible 
news about poor Cyril Tempest — you'll be shocked. He 
has got an appointment as a sort of minister, or somethings 
to go out to Africa — ^Africa ! Only think — certain death 
— swamps, plague, pestilence, putrid fever — ^isn't it hor- 
rible? 

Mi$$ Old. And Florence? 

Mr$^ Her. Knows nothing about it. They won't let me 
tell her. I'm dying to go and speak to her about it- 
there she is looking as quiet as if nothing was going to 
happen, and this dreadful doom hanging over her. ^ I'm 
sure it will kill her, although she thinks herself so brave. 

Miss Field. But if— 

Mrs. Her. Ah ! there's always a but or an if till it's too 
late. We're all alike — as hard to make out as hiero- 
glyphics—at least, so Mr. Emerson says. 

MhsFkid.] Mr. Emerson! 

Mrs. Her. I told you how it would be. You have fairly 
turned the poor man's head. 

Miss Old. Who ? 

Miss Field. I'm sure not I. 

Mrs. Her. I have been making inquiries about him. 

Miss Field. (Eagerly). You have ? 

Miss Old. Well ? 

Mrs. Her. Well, I thought it my duty; and so I asked 
Sir Charles point-blank who he is, what he is, and all 
about it. 

Miss Field. I'm sure he is a very pleasant man. 
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jMiss Old. He has such a wonderfdl flow of woidsiit.irn 
Mrs. Her. But^ I am sorry to say^ of notbii^elsed' lob! 
I got at the facts : nobody knows how he lives-^^^Jie dodsn't 
know himself. -• • : .t ^m' 

Miss Old, The horrid man! \ V U 

Mrs. Her, In short, he is nothing moare mor^lcssotiiaai 
an impostor — a sort of woman-swindler-^a^^^^aH^fortwn^ 
hunter. v > \ 

Miss Field. He's a wretch ! \ - W 

Mrs, Her. So he is ; but he belongs to a very numerbvs 
cbss of wretches that infest the most fashionable circles. 
Cdoie^ lunch is ready — not a word to Florence-^and ak; to 
'Mr. Hope Emerson — I only hope no friend of mine may 
b^ *dehided by him, that's all. {E^mt. ; 

• ^Mfer Old, {Aside^ Deluded! I could bke my tongue off 
with vexation. \£xin 1 

Miss Field. So it comes to this — a speculator in un- 
protected women. PU never believe in a man or a news- 
paper agMD. May Fair is a snare for unsuspecting ihno- 
cence. 1 only wish I had turned him out to grass at Brierly 
Hall. Here he comes. PU transfer him to her on the 
spot. 

Enter Hope Emkrson. 

Emers&n', Ha \ how fortunate to meet you alone. 

■Mfys I'refd. I would have thought so yesterday. 
' Emersdi'f.'Yim alarm me. Some tender melancholy^ 
Sarah I 

Miss Field, No more of that. It ^ras a eharming delu* 
sion while it lasted. But my friend — my frigid. 

'Emerson. Your friend ? what friend ? ' 

' Mks Field, My dear friend, Miss Oldfangle. She think^ 
Ctf leaving us. ^v.n 

Emerson (Aside) Her dear friend. ( Tdher,) Well, yc%i/aife 
not sorry to get rid of her ? -^ 

Jfw^i%ftr Getridofher? ^ 

Bmersou. Let her starve hersdf amongst the mts W 
PaiirineHaH. , .- ni 

Miss Field, Rats ! an heiress in her own right-^wkh^il^ 
^[^rillHiiifc prospects — starve — ratst A 

Emerson. Heiress ?— brilliant pros — uoi:- ^ 

Mkt Field, How unfeeling men tire. MitfH MDkMiigle 
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might'ba^re fiad ifae best matofa in the c<^iLniy«— but this 
' hfkl vkat* ts> London-* 

) u^ibfeisfid^ Did I understand you to say that your charm- 
ing friend is an heiress ? 

Miss Field, What does it signify ? Wealth cannot bind up 
ifisifirQimded^9j)tiit. She came to town happy — she goes 
•iMMdeolo-fanein secret. 

Emersmt. Then she — you mean to say — 

Miss Field. Do not think I will destroy my friend; make 
<vrba^ atonement you can to her — ^but for m^^nevcr — 
iffiver! Rate? oh! men — men. [Ewit^ 

Mmersan. Rats — men — never — never: pine in B^ct^ir^ 
m\ heiress in her own right, with brilliant prospaotS) to 
pine in secret? I hope 1 have too much humanity U^mS^ 
siuoh a thmg. If I have inspired a passion^ in such a quarter^ 
I'm jeady to sacrifice myself. 

~ '*' Enter Miss Oldfanglb. 

' Miis Old. {Aside.) He here ! I wish I eould make him 
nret to her. I'll do it. She shall have the benefit of him 
in fulL 

Emerson. Ah I swift Camilla — never was freedom more 
welcome to the prisoner — health to a sick man, {Aside) 
or an unexpected legacy to a poor one — 

Miss Old. No raptures, sir — it is not a tinjf for^-r* 

Emerson. Come — no false delicacy — all that's gone by. 
You know my way. I am quite aware of tlva state of jour 
feelings. i,p. 

- , Miss Old. You are ? Poor Miss Fielding. 

Emerson. Poor Mfss Fielding? , > 

Miss Old. Her happiness is every thing to me; \and 
yMk know., you must know, the state of her feeiiogs* I 
am sorry to say it cannot be disgidsed any longer. You 
Jia^m robbed her of her peace for ever. 

Emerson. Pooh — pooh I 

Miss Old. Do you think to pooh pooh the affections 
j(rf my friend? She's Wlof sen^Wlity — she'll go and die 
in solitude, and her noble fortune will pa^s away tp 
-rtiflrailgers* 

Emerson. Noble fortune? Lilliput Cottage, a p^tcb of 
a garden, and a trifle in the Three per Cents, 
si JW^iP^.'.Ah! that's it: because a womi^n chooser to 
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be irooed for herself alone. You never cotild Mtife Re- 
lieved that? -^-11 

Emerson. I don't know what to believe. (Mtss PiEtD^Wa 
enters behind,) Robbed her of her peace? I didttt'th^k 
she possessed any thin^ worth stealing. She ? Tfe fetip^se 
that I ever encouraged her! Why, such a ^hlng ne^tt 
entered my head. But I'H convince you of this i We 
how I shall treat her the first time we meet. ' 

Miss Old. Well — ^let me see {Crossing and discovering 
Miss Fibloino.) 

Emerson. {Looking at them alternately with easy assurance.') 
Fatal eflfects of jealousy. You have found each other 
out. 

Miss Old. And unmasked a hypocrite. 
' Miss Field. A felonious hypocrite. 

Emerson. Don't quarrel about me, ladies. You posl* 
sively must not carry the joke too far. ^ * 

Mi^ Old. Don't be alarmed. We have carried the JokSe" 
quite as fiur as we intended. 

Miss Field.- Why, we knew you from the first / 

Miss Old. Gome, my dear, let us go in and laugh, * ■ 

Emerson. I beg you will not trouble yourselves, ladies, 
to get up a laugh on my account. 

Miss Field. It's irresistible — ^isn*t it ? To think — ^ha ! 
ha! We wish you a very good morning, Mr. Hope 
Emerson. 

Miss Old. And should you ever make an excursion on 
speculation from May Fair into Derbyshire, don't forget to 
^op cArdfi at Lilliput Cottage — « 

Miss Field. And Famine Hall I [Exeunt. 

Emerson. Genius makes bold experiments, and block- 
heeds reap the profit. They will go back to their grazf ng 
grounds inflated with vanity, and get married to a coupW 
of pig-headed fellows in top-boots on the strength of t&eir 
London adventures; while geniosi like virtue, mUst befits 

own reward * ^'} 

'( ' uV\ 

JE/i/er Godfrey, A««^%« . t;,'jj^ 

Godfrey. Confound that skip-jack — angling for a dinW#P 
Emerson. Dinner? Delighted to &il in with ' ^ou, 
Godfrey, .;.' . - ' ' • -- '^ v^^^^^^ 

Godfrey. I understand — ^I saw your cab at the door. 
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r,^flmers0rK Take you anywhere for an hour — no engage^ 
ment — quite at your service — dine at home? 

Godfrey. No— I dine out. 
.JE^mer^an. Here? eh? 

,.Qp^r^m Yes — ^here. Sir Charles dines here — a femily 
party. Hadn't you better go ? 

\Emeraqn. Go? Suicide. My dear Godfrey, I dine with 
you. Particularly fond of family parties. 

Godfrey, Dine with me? I tell you I dine here. 

Emerson, I know you do — here — the very jdace of aU 
others I should like to dine in to-day. I have a reason — 
npt a word — no ceremony with me — 

Godfrey. But I tell you — 

Emerson. Not one step farther. Here ! My dear God- 
frey, I'd dine with you anywhere. What's the value of 
friendship if — ^not one step — [Exit. 

Godfrey. Friendship! — Holloa I-r-come back — no, don't 
come back I I hope he may break his neck down the stairs. 
Dine with me — holloa ! — the rascal will say I asked him. 
Cyril coming to take leave, too — I shall knock him down. 
Damn the scoimdrel^ I'll kick him out of the window. 

Enter Lady Tsmvbst. 

Lady T. Ah ! Mr. Godfrey. 

GeJfi'ey. Plague upon plague ! 

Lady T, You have heard, I suppose — ^ 

Godfrey. Of course, I have. 

Lady T. And of course you blame me. Every body 
blames me — you all, go with Sir Charles— his popularity 
carries every thing before it out of doors— at home he's a 
barbarism. I haven't seen him since yesterday morning 
-rrl never see him — lam literally abandoned; bi^t nobody 
ti^ieves me^ because I never complain. 
, Godfrey. You are too meek by half, ma'am* 
^ Lftdy T. I try to conceal his misconduct^ and put myself 
to the greatest pain to affect an appearance of content. 
But it's no use. Whatever happens, Lady Tempest is in 
fault-— nobody else. By and by it will oe said I drove 
a^ ;FlQreiH5e. 
^ J^o^rey. Likely enough. 

tjidy T. I Icnew youM say that And I shouldn't h^ 
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surprised if it were said that I made Sir Charles •amipfwy 

able that he never could bear to be at home. 

Godfrey. That I think very probable. 

Lady T, That I broke his heaii; at last 

Godfrey. No ; they'll never say that. 

Lady T. I'm determined not to bear it any ioogsc. i^ve 
tried conciliation in vain — tears^ smiles, every, thiog, bu^ re- 
proaches. My house is deserted — Cyril goes nobody ^M^Pfrs 
where — Florence disappears — and Sir Charles flies after 
her. What would the world think of a woman who could 
endure such treatment ? ' ■ \ 

Godfrey, What would the world think of a woBian wno 
could deserve it? 

La4y T. Deserve it ? An angel could do nothing with 
such a man as Sir Charles. But I wiU ])ut an end to it r, 
know he's here — I will confront him with his friends^ andj 
leave him for ever. 

Enter Mrs. Herbert. ,^ 

Mr$. Her. Dear Lady Tempest — delighted to see you. 
How kind of you to come. Oh! Mr. Godfrey^ we hf^TA, 
bad such a narrow escape of that everlasting Emerson. 1 
am told he has Just been here and gone. To tell you th^ 
truth, we were horridly frightened lest he should ask him- 
self to dinner. 

Godfrey (Aside). He has asked himself {EfUer Embr8on'9 
^^g^^)^ &ud| byaU the powers of darkness, here comes his imp. 

Mrs, ffer. Who is that creature? 

Godfrey. Mr. Hope Emerson's dwarf— dwarfs are all the 
rage — the smallest specimen of natural history extant How 
the consummate youns villain stares: I'd give five poumls 
to lay a cat-o'-nine tails on his back. 

Mrs Her. And pray, sir, what is your business with m&? 

Tiger. Beg pardon, my lady, my business is witb ijjtr. 
Godfrey. 



7 



\ 



Godfrey. With me? 

TVger. Are you Mr. Godfrey ? 

Godfrey. Yes, you — . ' \ 

Tiger. My master sent me to say that when you ftdMJl 
him to dinner to-day, you fpr^ot to mention the I^our.. . '^' ' 

Godfrey. I ask him to dinner ? Get out of the bg^GlM 
this moment^ you jackanapes^ or VTL break eyer^'htifi$Jn 

; 7 -^ a-* .i-ii.d 
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3mtl'^% ^/ { Tiger runs off"). I knew I should lose my 
temper — beg pardon — ^I — I — a knat in top boots ! the fact 
is — this Emerson — this horse-leech — this — when he found 
I was to dine here— 

J^s. Her. Invited himself — ^ha ! ha ! 
^^*6fodff^i Just so ( painfully) . Ha ! ha ! 
-^»lll4^?JftK Dear iJady Tempest — what is the matter ? 
*^5Rft^''i\^'Ah \ Mrs. Herbert, I have deceived every body 

^•iim.^iJ^v Dedeived, my dear ? 

f^ady T. I have borne such injuries in secret — but the 
rfMiiBt^^''tSiHCiharles can no longer be hidden. 

Mrs. H^. Why, I thought— 
'"U&d^-y. ^Alltiiy friends thought the same— that 1 was 
roha^t|;^-—ilttte dreaming what I was suflFering from his 
iftHSmlfrrfty; 

Mrs. Her. I thought he was the best-hearted man in the 
world. 
•"^^J^; tt^'s all heart — ^he's in a state of perpetual cir- 

* Ladij 'T. You see the society side of his character — if 
ymr cOuM only see him at home ! Abroad he passes off 
hrs delinquencies as mere amiable foibles, and gets credit 
frpm strangers for the kindest disposition, which overflows 
everywhere except iri his own house. Oh ! these amiable 
tj^ants. He is here — stay with me, dear Mrs. Hejbert. 

y: t .... J?7?f(^ Sir Charlbs. ^ 

'Al C. Ladjr Tempest ! /. . / 

*^jCi^j^ T. You are surprised to see me, sir — 



ySir C. An unexpected pleasure, my dear. 
-**"*■ Ai fp- ^ novelty, consi • * ' 

my dear — 






novelty, considering how rarely we meet 



Lady T. I will not hush — our friends here are preparied 
to witness our separation. 

Sir C. You really must not expose yourself. 
yLady T. No— but I will, expose you. I once possessed 

yotif affection. . 

Sir C Why, of course you did. 
^%My T. It was what ^s called a love match. . 
^ Sif C. Now what is the use, Lady Tempest, of going 
back on such follies. 

p 
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Zady T, What have I done to forfeit your lore? " ' * 
Sir C. Nay, if it come to that, what have yotfd6tai^% 

keep it? i^'^l 

iMdy T. You live abroad, and it is only when I Iook at 
* ;, I can believe myself a wife. / j /' ^ V 



my wedding-ring, 

Sir C. And as that slight hoop encircles y6ur 
would youmake my house a prison for me. ' " ^ '^.^3t 

Lady T. Alas ! its slightness is but a type of the fl^ilWess 
of our union. ^ ' ^ " 

Sir C, Rather, madam, of its delicacy. ' ^ ' ' 

Lady T. You hear him. He talks like the most 6i)tt- 
siderate of husbands. 

Sir C So I am. I scrupulously conceal your ^ults. 

Lady jP. Can you name one ? 

Sir C. Fifty — Ijut one shall include all— your iffnoirance of 
the art of making home happy. If you would learn flie 
charm you must change your acids for sweets, throw bpeh 
the windows and let in a little sunshine. But when a 
woman hisses small complaints in a man's ears all day 
long, and suffers the gaiety he looks for in her face tobeconfe 
dimmed by peevish humours, her magnetic influence is gon^. 
Women, like loadstones, lose their attraction, when they 
suffer the rust of a fretful temper to eat away their bright- 
ness. * 

Lady T. This is the way he always tries my patience. But 
it must come to a separation. 

Sir C No, madam — not must. 

Lady T. No? 

$ir C. No — no— no. You told me I could not say no. 

Lady T. Mr. Godfrey. 

GoMrey. Don't bring me into it. 

Lady T. Tom know— 

Sir C. What, have you been settingher on tolhiitf?-/ 

Lady T. Speak boldly. You know how he hsi^ tUSitted 
me. ^ ''''^ 

Godfrey, Speak boldly? I am in sudt a rage I dtn^ndly 
ipeak at all. 1 know nothing about it — I— 1— 

Lady T. ,Have you not witnessed our quarrels t-^dbn't 
you know that we have never agreed for one momei^^f^ 
gether— V' ^'^'^^ 

Godfrey. Yes — I am ready to swear that, atid^f jfeitf Vill 
cross-examine me, I must declare that the cause is at your 
ladyship's door. 
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Sir (X You see how your evidence breaks down. Have 
fJP8tP9 other livitness to call to ill usage? 
^TaA, T. If Mr. Godfrey— 

j ^w* rCi A word| Lady Tempest, on the other side. Love 
drew on you at sight, like a promissory note, and en- 
^pi|^, ^oji with my name, expecting you would honour 
mf tifjipe^ on demand. You have been overdue ever since, 
^^nj^fviyacity; that originally fascinated me has given way to 
spleen arid fretfulness ; the radiant glory of the youthful 
bride is set in peevish gloom; and I am driven out from this 
repubiva atmosjdiere to seek enjoyment abroad. How say 
you, before this jury empannelled by yourself, guilty or not 
guilty? 

Zady T. Suppose I should say guilty? 
j^ ,/S<r C. Then I should pronounce sentence thus: — ^The 
^our^ receives your plea as a saving grace in mitigation of 
jpupjshmerit, and considering that the other party in this 
j^mt is not wholly exempt from blame, the judgment of the 
court is that youi Arabella Tempest, commonly called Lady 
^empest, shall enter into recognizances to niggle, snap, an J 
scold no more, and to keep the peace in your own house for 
th^ term of your natural life. 
' Zady T, Is the wretch sincere? 

Sir C. My hand on it. 
. Leuiy T. And mine. 

Sir C. And this contract sliall be binding — 

Lady T. Not during your sweet will and pleasure — 

Sir C. No, but your good behaviour. 

Mrs. Her. A most edifying moral, and a good lesson for 
people like you, Mr. Godfrey, who have no faith in the 
reformation of women. 

Crodfrey. Do you think they^ll patch up their quarrels ? 

Mriy Mer^ Patch ? To be sure they will. 
Ixi^^^^rey. But patched garments never sit comfortably. 
The wearer is always uneasy till he gets a new suit. 
^If^^fit.jSer.. You infidel! Hal Florence. 

Ent&r $111 Mai^maduke and Florence. 
^\^§ni;c^Mar* A word, Godfrey. I've found it all out— I 
j^vfhM^ a plot-— don't put me out by a long speech^— I 
have it all clear, clear. 
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Sir Mar. Well ! It shall be well, i hate a gobd foftune 
and no heir. What woidd you advise me to do ^th ^it ? 

CrOf^y. Endow charities. , -: .ih-^t 

Sir Mar. To be jobbed and dined upon by strtiifg^s^, 
that my name should survive in the mercenary SMaUblts-of 
an ahns'-house? No ; I have a better use for myhaam^. I 
mean to make an independent gentleman of hitn;^ ^ "" 

Godfrey. Who? ^ = - '^ >' 

Sir Mar. This boy— Cyril Tempest. Why, don't y«u 
know th^re was a falling out about settlements? I don't ex- 
actly know what. Well, sir ; these young people, they 
broke off. And he's going to Africa, roqr boy! he 
thinks^ himself a hero going to martyrdom. It's a piece of 
dam — I beg your pardon — pride — pride. 

Godfrey, But making him independent won't mend 
the matter. 

Sir Mar. No ; I'll mend the matter first, and make him 
independent after. Don't you understand? I have set 
my heart on making that poor child happy. Well, sir; she's 
ill*^very ill. I have found it all out. And so I intend to 
bring it all about again, and they shall be married andoome 
to Topple Manor. It will give me something to do— ^uch a 
racket of tops and balls — such a hubbub of hoops and 
doUs. 

Godfrey. Considering the torments such a project would 
inflict upon your head, I must say it reflects honour upon 
your heart. But how is it to be accomplished ? Cyril has 
accepted his appointment, and is on the eve^of his de- 
piotuare* 

I Sir Mar. 1 have settled that. He'll be here immediately. 
Not a word to Mrs. Herbert. That good soul wodld spoil 
every thing. 

Fh. (Coming down.) You see. Sir Marmaduke, I am im- 
proving under your care. They tell me I am looking bet* 
tertoHlay. 

Sir Mar. You mustn't ensnare me, you gipsy, with yolir 
good, looks. You know you refused to ek|« with me, 

Flo. Did I? : .} 

Sir Mar. But we must find somebody you like bettisr — 
eh ? And when we do, Florence, you must not trifle with 
your happiness. There, just as you look' noW^^yd* re- 
mind me of a face, it iiits across Da#> and vaoidbes^ i :.L 
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^[*;ifihk On© timt you remember, sir — ^long ago? 

= Sir Mttri A life is gone by — the interval is lost — ^but I 
remember it like yesterday. I see it sometimes in your 
.^ye^* for a moment, and years come back, and then it fades 
t(rr>^lid] jdU is blank again. 

I .'if^n What was it, sir ? Some one you loved, who died ? 
Sir Afon Twas Uke a child playing in the sun, and sud- 
denly struck blind : he never sees the light again, but he 
carries it in his memory to the grave. 

Flo^ And she you loved, died? Perhaps 'tw«re better so. 
iSir Mar. No*— no. What did I say ? Strange shadows 
^ame between us— but I forget — I forget. People who 
love eaeh other in their youth should not let clouds &11 be- 
tween them. 

Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Cyril Tempest. [JExit. 

Enter Cyril. 

Mrs* Her. Ah ! Cyril — we were wondering whether we 
t;Bkot^ ever see you again. But is this true— this terrible 
news we hear, that you are going to Africa? 
Ct^iL I have come to say farewell. (Pause.) 
Sir C. You see it is as I told you. 
Mrs, Her. But not so very suddenly, I hope ? 
CyriL I leave England to-night. 
Mrs. Her. To-nightl 

[Florence, who had gone to the backj comes Jhn ward. 
CyriL The vessel sails with despatches. I have no ehoiee. 
Sir Mar. Africa — Africa. Why, sir, it's certain deat^i 
Mrs. Her. I thought nobody went there, but people who 
were t^ed of their lives. 

CyriL Perhaps so. 
t '.jff&. {In a lowvoicei thinking aloud.) Africa — oh! no, 
oo. 

Mrs. Her. But you surely don't go to your doom cheer- 
foliy? 

C^rr^. Why not? What can an idle man like me have 
to live for here ? 

— 'idSirC. Therefore he goes to find something to die for 
ilthere: 

- >i Jfrf. Her. One would suppose there could be no great 
difficult ia finding something worth dying for at home. 
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Sir Mar, It is rank folly, sir, that a young fellpw, full qf 
sinews and blood-vessels, should go out of his way to look 
for death. Death will come time enough. 

F/o, It seems incredible. 

[Sir Marmaduke and the rest gradually move 
♦ up the stage to go off. 

Cyril, Miss Wilmot, I see, almost doubts that I am going. 

Flo, Almost ? Why should I doubt ? I scarcely know 
—indeed I cannot believe— 

CyriL It is certainly not a very enviable prospect — ^^but 
lye have not always our own selection in such matters. 

Flo. I cannot believe it. 

Cyrils The doubt will soon be set at rest. I came to 
say farewell. 

Flo. It is true then? 

CyriL I must not linger here — I shall lose myself. 
Where are our friends ? We are alone. 

Flo*^ Why do you leave your country? 

Cyril. To escape a life of wretchedness at home. I can* 
not five in England. 

Flo. You! with such just right to look for worthier 
honours? 

Cyril. No— there is nothing for me here but bitterness. 
I «^ glad w« have met again. Miss Wilmot, that I may 
relieve myself of a reproach. When I last saw you, I was 
labouring under an impression— since explained away — 
w;hipb npade ma abrupt and — — . Forgive me, and fare- 

^ , JP/cu ^Twas nothing. I do not think of that. Answer 
me pUie question frankly : am I concerned in this self- 
inflicted exile? You do not answer me. 

Cyril. Of what avail can it be to speak of such Uiings? . 

Flo. Give me bxi honest answer. 
. Q/rH. Can you doubt the cause? 
. Fio. I do. I doubt every thing*— myself. I have 
l^en in a trance^ and can hardly gather up its incoh^ent 
memories. 

Cyrih Florence I If yDu will inflict new misery upon 
mei you have the pow^ and must use it. What have I 
to, live for? Spare me, and let me go. 
, Fl9(i N<H-it is the mm of my &e. I must h^ >ust. 
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I cannot dissemble now. It is on my accoimt you have 
accepted this dreadful oflSce ? 

Cyril. Why do you search me thus? 

Flo. Until this moment I did not believe in the 
reality of that feeling. I thought it was pique and vanity, 
and would pass and be forgotten as lightly as it came. 
Listen. We are free, and I may speak now. I cast 
aJBide^ all scruples. I will not have the thought weigh me 
down hereafter that I did you an injustice. It would kill 
me. From the first I was in the wrong — from the very 
first. My pride was hurt : I have not been used to checlcs. 
Oh ! I knew my fault — I told you I had a temper ! — my 
pride^ that falsified my heart, was' wrung, and 1 iresented 
it severely. But I have sufiered more than you— be 
satisfied ! I dare not say this were we not about to part. 

Cyril. I cannot trust myself with words. 

Flo. In hasty anger I spoke rashly — ^you took ma 
at my word — I expected submission , for I was accustomed 
to have my will — your abruptness startled> stunned me — 
how whole lives are sometimes wrecked in moments of 
sudden passion ! I thought myself secure in my resent- 
ment — ^in your transient vexation. But that is over. We 
must at least be friends. 

Cyril, Friends I 

Flo. Let what may happen, we should think kindly 
of each other. 

CyriL That gracious word recalls me to life. 

Flo. You will not leave England, then ? Promise 
me that : you would not condemn me to such remorse. 

Cyril. You can save me — ^you alone. My loVe foi' you 
efxtrnguishcs all other thoughts — ^it absorbs my whole being 
— ^it has been tested by coldness, by rejection, by despair, 
and still survives. It will last to the end. You can save 
me, Florence I You will — ^you willl Do not speak^^my 
heart is too full to bear the thrilling tones — but, with 
veUed eyes, averted to hide their forgiving and generous 
tears, stxetdi out your hand. It will be a token of pardon 
and of hope. 

{He JHng$ himself upon his hnee$ before A^, and the 
tiotdhf extends her hand. Enter Sir MABMADtrKA, and 
the rest at the back.) 

' Sir Mar. What's this ? I have a strange ibgfa^ in my 
ears. Are you asking her to go with you to Africa? 
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Cyril. No, sir ; but praying her to let me stay in 
England. 

Sir Mar, It can't be, sir ; Florence never intends to marry. 
Eh? chUd. 

Flo. Except with your approval, sir. 

Sir Mar. Then, I suppose you must have it. There— boy ! 
she loves you. She knows her own heart best. Don*t 
break it — or you will break mine, too. There — there ; and 
now, you gipsy, what would Peeping Tom say could he 
witness this r 

Flo. {Kneeling at one side,) He would bless you, sir, as I 
do, for your goodness to his poor child. 

Sir Mar. Well— the settlements will come by and by — 
and Topple Manor in reversion. 

Mrs. Her, And my pretty truants are reconciled after all. 
I knew it would be so. I told Godfrey it was only a lovers' 
quarrel, and quarrels of that kind all the world over have 
exactly the same ending. 

Godfrey. And the lady, as in duty bound, goes to Africa. 

Sir C. No— Atfrica comes to the lady. He gives up 
a quarter of the globe for her. 

Cyril. *Twere nothing to give up the whole world for her 
without whom the whole world were worthless to me. 

Sir C Very successfully turned ; just my style to Lady 
Tempest — ^before we were married. 

Godfrey. I hope he wont imitate your style so closely 
after marriage. 

Lady T. That's very ill-natured. Sir Charles has been 
saying such handsome things to me in the next room, that 
I think his style considerably improved. 

Godfr^. There was considerable room, madam. * 

Mrs. Her. Fie, Mr. Godfrey; you should never betray 
family secrets. 

Godfrey. I am neither a physician nor a parish priest — 
people shouldn't confess to me. 

Sir C. But, Cyril, what's to be done with your commis- 
sion? 

Mrs. Her. Bestow it upon Emerson. Ship him off by 
all means in his cab to the Gold Coast. I'm sure it has 
been the struggle of his existence to get there. 

Sir Mar. Ay, ay, settle him as speedily as possible, or 
we shall have him popping in at the wedding dinner. And 
now I think of it, we must send down to the Manor and 
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nave all the bells rung — we must not forget that — ^and we 
:paR^t have flowers strewn all the way to the church, and 
then by and by we shall have the bells rung again, and an- 
other merry-making. And hark ye, Florence, when the 
. t^mo^cpmea that you shall have young heads like your own 
,tD train,, teach them a little moral out of your own ex- 
perienpe — teach them the value of forbearance and self- 
control — ^show them how the happiness of years may be 
perilled in a single moment by one fault of temper* Edu- 
cate their hearts, and love will do the rest. 
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MONEY. 



ACT I. 
SCENE I. 



A drawing-room in Sir John Vesey*« house ; fold- 
ing'doors at the back, which open on another 
drawing-room. To the right a table, with news- 
papers, books, §fc. ; to the left a sofa writing- table. 

Sir John, Georgina. 

SIR JOHN (reading a letter edged with black). 

Yes, he says at two precisely. "Dear Sir John, as 
since the death of my sainted Maria,'* — Hum — that 's 
his wife ; she made him a martyr, and now he makes 
ber a saint ! 

GEOROINA. 

Well, as since her death ? — 

SIR JOHN (reading). 

" I have been living in chambers, where I cannot so 
well invite ladies^ you will allow me to bring Mr. 
Sharp, the lawyer, to read the will of the late Mr. 
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Mordaunt (to which I am appointed executor) at your 
house — your daughter being the nearest relation. I 
shall be with you at two precisely. Henry Graves.*' 

GEORGINA. 

And you really feel sure that pobr Mr. Mordaunt 
has made me his heiress ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Ay, the richest heiress in England. Can you doubt 
it ? Are you not his nearest relation ? Niece by your 
poor mother, his own sister. All the time he was 
making this enormous fortune in India did we ever 
miss sending him little reminiscences of our disinter- 
ested aflFection ? When he was last in England, and 
you only so high, was not my house his home ? Didn't I 
get a surfeit out of complaisance to his execrable curries 
and pillaws ? Didn't he smoke his hookah — nasty old 
— that is, poor dear man — ^in my best drawing-room ? 
And did you ever speak without calling him your 
** handsome uncle ?" — for the excellent crogture was as 
vain as a peacock, — 

6EOROINA. 

And so ugly, — 

SIR JOHN. 

The dear deceased! Alas, he was, indeed, like a 
kangaroo in a jaundice ! And if, after all these marks 
of attachment, you are not his heiress, why then. the 
finest feelings of our nature — the ties of .blood — the 
principles of justice— are implanted in us in vain. 
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6EORGINA. 

Beautiful, sir. Was not that in your last speech at 
the Freemasons' Tavern upon the great Chimney-sweep 
Question? 

SIR JOHN. 

Clever girl ! — ^what a memory she has ! Sit down^ 
Georgy. Upon this most happy — I mean melancholy 
— occasion, I feel that I may trust you with a secret. 
You see this fine house — our fine servants — our fine 
plate — our fine dinners: every one thinks Sir John 
Vesey a rich man. 

6EOR6INA. 

And are you not, papa ? 

SIR JOHN. 
Not a bit of it — all humbug, child, — ^all hun^bug, 
upon my soul ! As you hazard a minnow to hook in a 
trout, so one guinea thrown out with address is often 
the best bait for a hundred. There are two rules in 
life — First, Men are valued not for what they are, 
but what they seem to be. Secondly, If you have no 
merit or money of your own, you must trade on the 
merits and money of other people. My father got the 
title by services in the army, and died penniless. On 
the strength of his services I got a pension of 400/1 
a-year — on the strength of 400/. a-year I took credit 
for SOOl. : on the strength of 800/. a-year I married 
your mother with 10,000/. : on the strength of 10,000/. 
I took credit for 40,000/., and paid Dicky Gossip 
three guineas a-week to go about everywhere calling 
me " Stingy Jack." 

B 2 
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6EOROINA. 

Ha ! ha! A disagreeable nickname. 

SIR JOHN 

But a valuable reputation. When a man is called 
^gy, it is (IS much as calling him rich ; and when a 
nian *s called rich, why he's a man universally respected. 
On the strength of my respectability I wheedled a con- 
stituency, changed my politics, resigned my seat to a 
minipter, who, to a man of such stake in the country, 
could offer nothing less in return than a patent office of 
2000/. a-year. That*8 the way to succeed in life. 
Humbug, my dear ! — all humbug, upon my soul ! ^^ 

OEORGINA. 

I must say that you^ — 

SIR JOHN, 

Know the world, to be sure. Now, for your fortune, 
as I spend all that I have, I can have nothing to leave 
you ; yet even without counting your uncle, you have 
always passed for an heiress on the credit of your ex- 
pectations from the savings of ^' Stingy Jack.'* The 
saipe with your education. I never grudged anything 
to make a show— never stuffed your head with histories 
and homilies; but you draw, you sing, you dance, you 
walk well into a room ; and that s the way young ladies 
are educated now-a-days, in order to become a pride 
to their parents and a blessing to their husband — that 
is, when they have caught him. Apropos of a husband ; 
you know we thought of Sir Frederick Blount* 
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OEORGINA. 

Ah, papa> he is charming. 

SIR JOHN. 

He was so, my dear, before we knew your poor uncle 
was dead ; but an heiress such as you will be should 
look out for a duke. — ^Where the deuce is Evelyn this 
morning ? * 

OEORGINA. 

I *ve not seen him, papa. What a strange character 
he is — so sarcastic ; and yet he can be agreeable. 

SIR JOHN. 

A humorist — a cynic! one never knows how to 
take him. My private secretary, — a poor cousin, — ^has 
not got a shilling, and yet, hang me if he does not 
keep us all at a sort of a distance. 

6EOR6INA* 

But why do you t^ke him to live with us, papa, 
since there 's no good to be got by it ? 

SIR JOHN. 

There you are wrong j he has a great deal of talent : 
prepares my speeches, writes my pamphlets, looks up 
my calculations. My report on the last G)mmission has 
got me a great deal of fame, and has put me at the head 
of the new one. Besides, he is our cousin— he has no 
salary : kindness to a poor relation always tells well in 
the world ; and benevolence is an useful virtue, parti- 
cularly when you can have it for nothing. With dur 
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other cousin, Clara, it was different : her father thought 
fit to leave me her guardian> though Ae had not a 
penny — a mere useless incumbrance ; so, you see, I got 
my half-sister. Lady Franklin, to take her off my 
my hands^ 

OEOROINA. 

How much longer is Lady Franklin's visit to be ? 

SIR JOHN. 

I don't know, my dear ; the longer the better, for 
her husband left her a good deal of money at her own 
disposal. Ah, here she comes. 



SCENE IL 

LA.DY Franklin, Clara, Sib John, Georgina. 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear sister, we were just loud in your praises. 
But how 's this ? — not in mourning ? 

LADY franklin. 

Why should I go into mourning for a man I never 
saw? 

sir JOHN. 

Still there may be a legacy. 

LADY franklin. 

Then thei^'U be less ca,yde for affliction. I}u! 
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ha ! my dear Sir John, I 'm one of those who think 
feelings a kind of property, and never take credit for 
them upon false pretences. 

SIR JOHN (aside). 

Very silly woman ! But, Clara, I see you are more 
attentive to the proper decorum ; yet you are very, 
vert/, VERY distantly connected with the deceased — a 
third cousin, I think. 

CLARA. 

Mr. Mordaunt once assisted my father, and these 
poor robes are all the gratitude 1 can show him. 

SIR JOHN. 

Gratitude ! humph ! I am afraid the minx has got 
expectations. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

So, Mr. Graves is the executor — ^the will is addressed 
to him ? The same Mr. Graves who is always in black 
'• — always lamenting his ill fortune and his sainted 
Maria, who led him the life of a dog ? 

SIR JOHN. 

The very same. His liveries are black — ^his carriage 
is black — he always rides a black galloway — and, 
frith, if he ever marry again, I think he will show his 
respect to the sainted Maria by marrying a black 
woman. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ha ! ha ! we shall see. — {aside) Poor Graves, I 
always liked him : he made an excellent jiusband. 
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Enter Evelyn {seats himself, and takes up a book, 
unobserved). 

SIR JOHN. 

What a crowd of relations this Will brings to light : 
Mr. Stout, the Political Economist — Lord Glossmore— 

LADT FRANKLIN. 

Whose grandfather kept a pawnbroker's shop, and 
who, accordingly, entertains the profoundest contempt 
for everything popular, parvenu, and plebeian. ' 

SIR JOHN. 

Sir Frederick Blount — 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Sir Fwedewick Blount, who objects to the letter p as 
being too wough, and therefore dti^ops its acquaintance : 
one of the new class of prudent young gentlemen, who, 
not having spirits and constitution for the hearty excesses 
of their predecessors, entrench themselves in the dignity 
of a lady-like languor. A man of fashion in the last 
century was riotous and thoughtless — ^in this he is tran- 
quil and egotistical. He never does anything that is 
silly, or says anything that is wise. I beg your pardon^ 
my dear ; I believe Sir Frederick is an admirer of yours, 
provided^ on reflection, he does not see " what harm it 
could do him'* to fall in love with your beauty and ex- 
pectations. Then, too, our poor cousin the scholar, — 
Oh, Mr. Evelyn, there you are ! 
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SIR JOHN. 

Evelyn — the very person I wanted : where have you 
been all day ? Have you seen to those papers ? — have 
you written my epitaph on poor Mordaunt? — Latin 
you know ! — have you reported my speech at Exeter 
Hall ? — have you looked out the debates on the Cus- 
toms ? — and/oh, have you mended up all the old pens 
in the study ? 

OBORGINA. 

And have you brought me the black floss silk ? — 
have you been to Storr's for my ring ? — and, as we 
cannot go out on this melancholy occasion, did you 
call at Hookham's for the last H. B. and the Comic 
Annual ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

And did you see what was really the matter with my 
bay horse ? — did you get me the Opera-box ?— did you 
buy my little Charley his peg-top ? 

EVELYN {always reading). 

Certainly, Paley is right upon that point ; for, put 

the syllogism thus {looking up) Ma'am — Sir — 

Miss Vesey — ^you want something of me ? Paley 

observes, that to assist even the undeserving tends to 
the better regulation of our charitable feelings — no 
apologies — I am quite at your service. 

SIR JOHN. 

Now he 's in one of his humours ! 
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LADY FRANKLIN. 

You allow him strange liberties. Sir John. 

EVELYN. 

You will be the less surprised at that, madam, wheii 
' I inform you that Sir John allows me nothing else. — '•- 
I am now about to draw on his benevolence. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

I beg your pardon, sir, and like your spirit. Sir 
John, I 'm in the way, I see ; for I know your benevo- 
lence is so delicate that you never allow any one to 
detect it ! \JValks aside. 

EVELYN. 

I could not do your commissions to-day — I have been 
to visit a poor woman, who was my nurse and my 
mother's last friend. She is very poor, vert/ — sick 
— ^ying — and she owes six months* rent ! 

SIR JOHN. 

You know I should be most happy to do any- 
thing for yourself. But the nurse — {aside) (some 
people's nurses are always ill!) — there are so many 
impostors about ! — ^We 11 talk of it to-morrow. This 
most mournful occasion takes up all my attention. 
.{Looking at his watch) Bless me ! so late ! I Ve letters 
to write, and — none of the pens are mended ? {^Eocit. 

GEORGINA {taking out her purse). 
I think I will give it to him — And yet, if I don't get 
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the fortune after all ! — Papa allows me so little ! — 
then I mu^thhve those earrmgs {puUup the purse). 
Mr. Evelyn, what is the address of your nurse ? 

EVELYN (writes and gives it). 

She has a good heart with all her foibles! — ^Ah! 
Miss Vesey, if that poor woman had not closed the 
eyes of my lost mother, Alfred Evelyn would not have 
been this beggar to your father. 

[Claka looks over the address. 

6E0R6INA. 

I will certainly attend to it — (aside) if I get the 
fortune. 

SIR JOHN (calling without). 
Georgy, I say. 

GEORGINA. 

Yes, papa. [Ea^it. 

Evelyn has seated himself again at the table (to the 
right), and leans his face on his hands. 

CLARA. 

His noble spirit bowed to this ! — ^Ah, at least here I 
may give him comfort — (sits down to write). But he 
will recognise my hand. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

What bill are you paying, Clara? — putting up a 
bank-note ? 

CLARA. 

Hush! — O Lady Franklin, you are the kindest of 
human beings. This is for a poor person — I would not 
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have her know whence it came, or she would refuse it 
Would you ? — No, — ^he knows her handwriting also ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Will I — what ?^— give the money myself? — with 
pleasure! Poor Clara — ^Why this covers all your 
savings — ^and I am so rich ! 

CLARA. 

Nay, I would wish to do all myself! — it is a pride 
— a duty — ^it is a joy ; and I have so few joys ! But, 
hush ! — this way. 

{^Thei/ retire into the inner roam and converse in 
dumb show. 

EVELYN. 

And thus must I grind out my life for ever ! — I am 
ambitious, and Poverty drags me down ! — X have learn- 
ing, and Poverty makes me the drudge of fools ! — I love, 
and Poverty stands like a spectre before the altar ! But, 
no, no — if, as I believe, I am but loved again, I will — 
will — what? — turn opium-eater, and dream of the Eden 
I may never enter ! 

LADY FRANKLIN (tO ClARA). 

Yes, I will get my maid to copy and direct this — she 
writes well, and her hand will never be discovered. I 
will have it done and sent instantly. [JBr<n7. 

Clara advances to the front of the stage, and seats 
herself— EvEhY^ reading — Enter Sir Frederick 
Blount. 
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SCENE III. 
Clara, Evelyn, Sir Frederick Blount. 

BLOUNT. < 

No one in the woom! — Oh, Miss Douglas! — Pway 

don't let me disturb you. Where is Miss Vesey — 

Georgina ? 

[^Taking Clara** chair as she rises. 

Evelyn (looking up, gives Clara a chair, and 
reseats himself). 

{Aside). Insolent puppy ! 

CLARA. 

Shall I tell her you are here. Sir Frederick ? 

BLOUNT. 

Not for the world — vewy pwetty girl this companion! 

CLARA. 

What did you think of the Panorama the other day, 
cousin Evelyn ? 

EVELYN (reading). 

** I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss gentleman that *s all perfiime !" 

Rather good Imes these. 

BLOUNT. 

Sir! 

EVELYN (offering the hook). 
Don't you think so ? — Cowper. 
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BLOUNT (declining the book). 
Cowper! 

EVELYN. 

Cowper. 

BLOUNT {shrugging his shoulders ^ to Clara.) 

Stwange person, Mr. Evelyn !— quite a chawacter ! — 
Indeed the Panowama gives you no idea of Naples — 
a delightful place. I make it a wule to go there evewy 
second year — I am vevry fond of twavelling. You *d 
like Wome (Rome) — bad inns, but vewy fine wuins ; 
gives you quite a taste for that sort of thing I 

EVELYN {reading). 

^' How much a dunce that ha» been sent to roaii 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home." 

BLOUNT {aside). 

That fellow Cowper says vewy odd things! — 
Humph ! — it is beneath me to quawwell. — {Aloud) It 
will not take long to wead the will, I suppose. Poor old 
Mordaunt — I am his nearest male welation. He was 
vewy eccentwic. By the way. Miss Douglas, did you 
wemark my cuwicle ? It is bwinging cui?^cles into 
fashion. I should be naost happy if you would allow 
me to dwive you out. Nay — nay — I should, upon my 
word. 

[Trt/ing to take her hand. 

EVELYN {starting up). 

A wasp !— a wasp !— just goingto settle. Take care 
of the wasp. Miss Douglas ! 
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BLOUNT. 

A wasp ! — where ? — don*t bwing it this way ?•;— some 
people don't mind them ! I've a particular dislike to 
wasps ; they sting damnably ! 

EVELYN. 

I beg pardon — it 's only a gad-fly. 
Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Sir John will be happy to see you in his study. Sir 
Frederick. \Eooit Servant. 

BLOUNT. 

Vewy well. Upon my word, there is something 
vewy nice about this girl. To be sure, I love Geprgina 
—but if this one would take a fancy to me (thought" 
fully) — ^Well, I don't see what harm it could do me ! 
— Au plaisir ! [Etvit. 







SCENE IV. 






Evelyn, Clara. 


Clam! 




EVELYN. 


Cousin ! 




CLARA. 
EVELYN. 


And you 


too 'i 


ire a dependant ! 

CLARA. 


But on Lady 


Franklin, who seeks to make me for 


get it. 
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EVELYN: 

Ay, but can the world forget it? This inso- 
lent condescension — this coxcombry of admiration — 
more galling than the arrogance of contempt ! — ^Look 
you now — Robe Beauty in silk and cachemire — ^hand 
Virtue into her chariot — lackey their caprices — ^wrap 
them from the winds — fence them round with a golden 
circle — ^and Virtue and Beauty are as goddesses, both 
to peasant and to prince. Strip them of the adjuncts — 
see Beauty and Virtue poor— dependent — solitary — 
walking the world defenceless ; oh, theuy the devotion 
changes its character — the same crowd gather eagerly 
around — fools — fops — ^libertines — not to worship at the 
shrine, but to sacrifice the victim ! 

CLARA. 

My cousin, you are cruel ! 

EVELYN. 

Forgive me ! There is a something, when a man's 
heart is better than his fortunes, that makes even affec- 
tion bitter. Mortification for myself — it has ceased to 
chafe me. I can mock where I once resented. But 
you — YOU, so delicately framed and nurtured — one 
slight to you — one careless look— one disdainful tone — 
makes me feel the true curse of the poor man. His 
pride gives armour to his own breast,* but it has no 
shield to protect another ! 

CLARA. 

But I too have pride of my own^-I too can smile at 
the pointless insolence 
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EVELYN- 

Smile— and he took your hand ! — Oh, Clara, you 
know not the tortures that I suffer hourly ! When 
others approach you — young — fair— rich — the sleek 
darlings of the world — I accuse you of your very beauty 
— I writhe beneath every smile that you bestow. No 
— speak not ! — ^my heart has broke its silence, and you 
shall hear the rest. For you I have endured the weary 
bondage of this house — ^the fool's gibe — the hireling's 
sneer — ^the bread, purchased by toils, that should have 
led me to loftier ends : yes, to see you — ^hear you — 
breathe the same air — be ever at hand — that if others 
slighted, from one at least you might receive the 
luxury of respect : — ^for this — for this I have lingered, 
suffered, and forborne. Oh, Clara! we are orphans 
both — friendless both ; you are all in the world to me : 
turn not away — my very soul speaks in these words — I 
LOVE YOU ! 

CLARA. 

No— Evelyn — Alfred — No ! say it not — ^think it not ! 
it were madness. 

EVELYN. 

Madness ! — Nay, hear me yet. I am poor — penni- 
less — a beggar for bread to a dying servant. True ! — 
But I have a heart of iron! I have knowledge — 
patience — ^health, — and my love for you gives me at 
last ambition ! I have trifled with my own energies 
till now, for I despised all things till I loved thee! 
With you to toil for — ^your step to support — your path 
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to smoothe — and I — I, poor Alfred Evelyn— promise 
at last to win for you even fame and fortune ! Do not 
withdraw your hand — this hand — shall it not be mine ? 

CLARA. 

Ah, Evelyn ! Never — never ! 

EVELYN. 

Never ! 

CLARA. 

Forget this folly; our union is impossible, and to 
talk of love were to deceive both ! 

EVELYN (bitterly). 
Because I am poor ! 

CLARA. 

And I too! A marriage of privation— of penury — 
of days that dread the morrow ! I have seen such a 
lot ! Never return to this again. 

EVELYN. 

Enough — ^you are obeyed. I deceived myself — ha ! — 

ha ! — I fancied that I too was loved. I, whose youth is 

already half gone with care and toil ! — whose mind is 

soured — ^whom nobody can love — who ought to have 

loved no one ! 

CLARA (aside). 

And if it were only / to su£fer, or perhaps to starve ! 
— ^Oh, what shall I say ? Evelyn—Cousin ? 

EVELYN. 

Madam. 
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CLARA. 

Alfred—I— I— 

EVELYN. 

Reject me ! 

CLARA. 

Yes ! It is past ! {^Ea^iL 

EVELYN. 

Let me think. It was yesterday her hand trembled 
when mine touched it. And the rose I gave her — 
yes, she pressed her lips to it once when she seemed 
as if she saw me not. But it was a trap— a trick — for 
I was as poor then as now. This will be a jest for 
them all ! Well, courage ! it is but a poor heart that 
a coquet's contempt can break ! And now that I 
care for no one, the world is but a great chess-board, 
and I will sit down in earnest and play with Fortune ! 

Enter Lord Gu)SSMORe preceded hy Servant. 

SERVANT. 

I will tell Sir John, my Lord ! 

(Evelyn takes up the newspaper.) 

GLOSSMORE. 

The secretary — hum! — Fine day. Sir; any news 
from the East ? 

EVELYN. 

Yes ! — all the wise men have gone back there ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Ha, ha !— not all, for here comes Mr. Stout, the 
great political economist. 

c 2 
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S C E N E V. 
Stout, Glossmobe, Evelyn. 

STOUT. 

Oood morning, Glossmore. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Glossmore /—the Parvenu ! 

STOUT. 

Afraid I might be late— Been detained at the Vestry 
-Astonishing how ignorant the English poor are ! - 
Took me an hour and a half to beat it into the head of 
a stupid old widow, with nine children, that to allow 
her three shillings a-week was against; all the rules of 
public morality ! 

EVELYN. 

' Excellent !— admirable '—your hand. Sir ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

What! you approve such doctrines, Mr. Evelyn? 
Are old women only fit to be starved ! 

EVELYN. 

Starved! popular delusion! Observe, my Lord- 
to squander money upon those who starve is only to 
afford encouragement to starvation ! 
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STOUT. 

A very superior person that 1 

GLOSSMORE. 

Atrocious principles ! Give me the good old times 
when it was the duty of the rich to succour the dis- 
tressed. 

EVELYN. 

On second thoughts, you are right, my Lord. 1, too, 
know a poor woman — ^ill— dying — ^in want. Shall 
she, too, perish ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

Perish ! horrible ! — in a Christian country. Perish I 
Heaven forbid ! 

EVELYN (holding out his hand). 
What, then, will you give her ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

Ehem ! Sir — the parish ought to give. 

V 

STOUT. 

No ! — No — No. Certainly not ! (with great vehe- 
mence.) 

GLOSSMORE. 

No ! no ! But I say yes ! yes ! And if the parish 
refuse to maintain the poor, the only way left to a man 
of firmness and resolution, holding the principles that I 
do, and adhering to the constitution of our fathers, is 
to force the poor on the parish by never giving them 
a farthing oneself. 
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SCENE VI. 

Sir John, Blount, Ladt Franklin, Georgina, 
Glossmore, Stout, Evei;.yn. 

SIR JOHN. 

How d'ye do ! — Ah ! How d'ye do, gentlemen ? 
This is a most melancholy meeting ! The po<Mr de- 
ceased ! — what a man he was ! 

BLOUNT. 

I was chwistened Fwedewick after him ! He was my 
first cousin. 

SIR JOHN. 

And Georgina his own niece — ^^next of kin ! — an ex- 
cellent man, though odd — ^a kind heart, but no liver ! 
I sent him twice a-year thirty dozen of the Cheltenham 
waters. It 's a comfort to reflect on these little atten- 
tions at such a time. 

STOUT. 

And I, too, sent him the Parliamentary Debates regu- 
larly, bound in calf. He was my second cousin — 
sensible man— and a follower of Malthus : never mar- 
ried to increase the surplus population, and fritter 
away his money on his own children. And now- 

EVELYN. 

He reaps the benefit of celibacy in the proi^[)ective 
gratitude of every cousin he had in the world ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ha! ha! ha! 
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SIR JOHN. 
Hush ! hush ! decency. Lady Franklin ; decency ! 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr. Graves — Mr. Sharp. 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh, here's Mr. Graves ; that 's Sharp, the lawyer, 
who brought the will from Calcutta. 



SCENE VII. 

Graves, Sharp, Sir John, &c. 

Chorus of Sir John, Glossmore, Blount, Stout. 
Ah, Sir — Ah, Mr. Graves ! 

[Georgina holds her handkerchief to her eyes. 

SIR JOHN. 

A sad occasion ! 

GRAVES. 

But everything in life is sad. Be comforted. Miss 

Vesey. True, you have lost an uncle ; but I — I have 

lost a wife — such a wife !— the first of her sex — and 

the second cousin of the defunct! Excuse me. Sir 

John ; at the sight of your moiu*ning my wounds bleed 

afresh. 

[Servants hand round wine and sandwiches. 
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SIR JOHN, 
Take some refreshment — ^a glass of wine. 

GRAVES. 

Thank you! — (very fine sherry!) — Ah! my poor 
sainted Maria ! Sherry was her wine : everything 
reminds me of Maria ! Ah, Lady Franklin ! you knew 
her. Nothing in life can charm me now. (Aside.) A 
monstrous fine woman that ! 

SIR JOHN. 

And now to business. Evelyn, you may retire. 

SHARP (looking at his notes). 
Evelyn — ^any relation to Alfred Evelyn ? 

EVELYN. 

The same. • 

SHARP. 

Cousin to the deceased, seven times removed. Be 
seated. Sir ; there may be some legacy, though trifling : 
all the relations, however distant, should be present. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Then Clara is related — 1 will go for her. [Ejnit. 

GflOROINA. 

Ah, Mr. Evelyn ; I hope you will come in for spme-* 
thing — a few hundreds, or even more. 

SIR JOHN. 

Silence! Hush! Whugh! ugh! Attention. 
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(While the Lawyer opens the FFtll, rc'enter Lady 
Franklin and Clara.) 

SHARP. 

The will is very short — ^being all personal property. 
He was a man that always came to the point. 

SIR JOHN. 

I wish there were more like him! — (Groans and 
shakes his head.) 

[^Chortis groan and shake their heads. 

SHARP (reading). 

^^ ly Frederick James Mordaunt, of Calcutta, being, 

at the present date, of sound mind> though infirm body, 

do hereby give, will, and bequeath — imprimis^ to my 

second cousin, Benjamin Stout, Esq., of Pall-Mall, 

London 

[Chorus exhibit lively emotion. 

Being the value of the Parliamentary Debates, with 
which he has been pleased to trouble me for some time 
past — deducting the carriage thereof, which he always 
forgot to pay — the sum of 14/. 2*. 4rf. 

[^Chorus breathe more freely. 

STOUT. 

Eh, what !— 14/. ? Oh, hang the old miser ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Decency — decency ! Proceed, Sir. 
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SHARP. 

" Item. — ^To Sir Frederick Blount, Baronet, my 
nearest male relativ e 

[^Chartis exhibit Uvefy emotion. 

BLOUNT. 

Poor old boy ! 

[Georgina puts her arm over Blount's 
chair. 

SHARP. 

*' Being, as I am informed, the best-dressed young 
gentleman in London, and in testimony to the only 
merit I ever heard he possessed, the sum of 500/. to buy 
a dressing-case. 

l^Chorus breathe more freely ; Georgina catches 
her father s eye, and removes her arm. 

BLOUNT (laughing confusedly). 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Vewy poor vrit — ^low ! — vewy — vewy 
low! 

SIR JOHN. 

Silence, now, will you ? 

SHARP. 

" Item. — ^To Charles Lord Glossmore — ^who asserts 
that he is my relation — ^my collection of dried butter- 
flies, and the pedigree of the Mordaunts from the reign 
of King John. 

[Vhorus as before. 
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GLQSSMORE. 

Butterflies !^ — Pedigree ! — ^I disown the plebeian ! 

SIR JOHN (angrilf/). 

Upon my word, this is too revolting ! Decency — 
go on. 

SHARP. 

" Item. — ^To Sir John Vesey, Baronet, Knight of 

the Guelph, F.R.S., F.S. A., &c. 

[Chorus (IS before. 

SIR JOHN. 

Hush I Now it is really interesting ! 

SHARP. 

" Who married my sister, and who sends me every year 
the Cheltenham waters, which nearly gave me my death 
— I bequeath— —the empty bottles* 

SIB JOHN. 

Why, the ungrateful, rascally, old 

CHORUS. 

Decency, Sir John— decency ! 

SHARP* 

'' Item. — ^To Henry Graves, Esq., of the Albany — 

[Chortis CLS hefore. 

GRAVES. 

Pooh, gentlemen — my usual luck — not even a ring, I 
dare swear ! 
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SHARP. 
'' The sum of 5000/- in the Three per Cents. 

LADT FRANKLIN* 

I wish you joy! 

GRAVES. 

Joy — pooh ! Three per Cents ! — Funds sure to go ! 
Had it been land^ now — though only an acre ! — just 
like my luck. 

SHARP. 

'* Item. — To my niece Georgina Vesey — 

[Chorus as he/are. 

SIR JOHN. 

Ah, now it comes ! 

SHARP. 

" The sum of 10,000/. India stock, being, with her 
father's reputed savings, as much as a single woman 
ought to possess^ 

SIR JOHN. 

And what the devil, then, does the old fool do with 
all his money ? 

CHORUS. 

Really, Sir John, this is too revolting. Decency ! 
Hush! 

SHARP. 

** And, with the aforesaid legacies and exceptions, I 
do will and bequeath the whole of my fortune, in India 
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stocky Bonds^ Exchequer bills, Three per Cents, C!od- 
sols> and in the Bank of Calcutta (constituting him 
hereby sole residuary legatee and joint executor with 
the aforesaid Henry Graves, Esq.), to Alfred Evelyn, 
now or formerly of Trinity College, Cambridge — 

[Universal excitement. 

SHARP. 

*' Being, I am told, an oddity, like myself — the only 
one of my relations who never fawned on me, and 
who, having known privation, may the better employ 
wealth/' — And now. Sir, I have only to wish you joy, 
and give you this letter from the deceased — I believe it 
is important. 

EVELYN (crossing over to Clara). 
Ah, Clara, if you had but loved me ! 

CLARA {turning away). 

And his wealth, even more than poverty, separates 
us for ever ! 

[Omnes crowd round to congratulate Evelyn. 

SIR JOHN {to GeORGINA). 

Go, child — put a good face on it — ^he 's an immense 
match ! My dear fellow, I wish you joy : you are 
a great man now — a very great man ! 

EVELYN {aside). 
And her voice alone is silent ! 

LORD GLOSSMORE. 

If I can be of any use to you — 
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STOUT. 

Or I, Sir— 

BLOUNT. 

Or I ? Shall I put you up at the clubs ? 

SHARP. 

You will want a man of business. I transacted all 
Mr. Mordaunt's affairs. 

SIR JOHN. 

Tush, tush! Mr. Evelyn is at home here — always 
looked on him as a son ! Nothing in the world we 
would not do for him ! Nothing ! 

EVELYN. 

Lend me 10/. for my old nurse! 

[Chorus put their hands into their pockets. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

S C E N E I. 

An anteroom in Evelyn* a new house ; at one corner, 
behind a large screen, Mr. Sharp writing at a 
desk, books and parchments before him. — Mr. 
Crimson, the portrait-fainter ; Mr. Grab, the 
publisher ; Mr. MacStucco, the architect ; Mr. 
Tabouret, the upholsterer ; Mr. Macfinch, the 
silversmith ; Mr. Patent, the coachmaker ; Mr. 
Kite, the horse-dealer ; and Mr. Frantz^ the 
tailor. — (Servants in livery cross to and fro the 
Stage.) 

patent (to FRANTZ, showing a drawing). 
Yes, sir ; this is the Evelyn vis-k-vis ! No one 
more the fashion than Mr. Evelyn. Money makes the 
man, sir. 

FRANTZ. 

But de tailor, de Schneider, make de gentleman ! It 
is Mr. Frantz, of St. James's, who take his measure 
and his cloth, and who make de fine handsome noble- 
men and gentry, where de faders and de mutters make 
only de ygly little naked boys ! 

MACSTUCCO. 

He's a mon o' teeste, Mr. Evelyn. He taulks o' 
buying a veela (villa), just to pool dune and build oop 
again. Ah, Mr. Macfinch, a design for a piece of 
pleete, eh ! 
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MACFiNCH {showing the drawing). 

Yees, sir, the shield o' Alexander the Great, to hold 
ices and lemonade! It will coost two thousand poond ! 

MACSTUCCO. 

And it 's dirt cheap — ^ye're Scotch, arn't ye ? 

MACFINCH. 

Aberdounshire ! — scraitch me, and I'll scraitch you ! 
Door at the back thrown open. — Enter Evelyn. 

EVELYN. 

A levee, as usual. Good day. Ah, Tabouret, your 
designs for the draperies; very welL — And what do 
you want, Mr. Crimson ? 

CRIMSON. 

Sir, if you'd let me take your portrait, it would make 
my fortune. Every one says you 're the finest judge of 
paintings. 

EVELYN. 

Of paintings ! paintings ! Are you sure I'm a judge 
of paintings ? 

>» CRIMSON. 

Oh, sir, did'nt you buy the great Correggio foi: 
4000/. ? 

EVELYN. 

True — I see. So 4000/. makes me an excellent 
judge of paintings, I '11 call on you, Mr. Crimson, — 
good day. Mr. Grab — oh, you 're the publisher who 
once refused me 5/. for my poem ? you are right, it was 
sad doggrel. 
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GRAB. 

Doggrel! Mr. Evelyn, it was sublime ! But times 
were bad then. 

EVELYN. 

Very bad times with me. 

GRAB. 

But, now. Sir, if you give me the preference, I'll 
push it. Sir, — I *11 push it ! I only publish for poets in 
high life. Sir ; and a gentleman of your station ought 
to be pushed ! — 500/. for the poem. Sir ! 

EVELYN. 

600Z. when I don't want it, where 5/. once would 
have seemed a fortune. 

** Now I am rich, what value in the lines ! 
How the wit brightensi, — ^how the sense refines !*' 

[ Turns to the rest^ who surround him. 

KITE. 

Thirty young horses from Yorkshire, sir ! 

PATENT {showing drawing). 

The Evelyn vis-^-vis ! 

MACPINCH {showing drawing). 
The Evelyn salver ! 

FKANTZ {opening his bundle^ and with dignity). 
Sare, I have brought de coat — de great Evelyn coat ; 

EVELYN. 

Oh, go to ^that is, go home ! Make me as cele- 
brated for vis-a-vis*, salvers, furniture, and coats, as I 

D 
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already am for painting, and shortly shall be for poetry. 
I resiga myself to you— -go ! 

\Eoceunt Macpinch, Patent, &c. 

Enter Stout. 

EVELYN. 

Stout, you look heated ! 

STOUT. 

I hear you have just bought the great Groginhole 
property. 

SVELYN. 

It is true. Sharp says it 's a bargain. 

STOUT. 

Well, my dear friend Hopkins, member for Grogin- 
hole, can't live another month — but the interests of 
mankind forbid regret for individuals ! The patriot 
Popkins intends to start for the boro' the instant Hop- 
kins is dead ! — ^your interest will secure his election ! 
— now is your time ! — put yourself forward in the 

march of enlightenment ! By all that is bigoted 

here comes Glossmore ! 



SCENE II. 

Stout, Glossmore, Evelyn ; Sharp, still at his 

desk. 
glossmore. 
So lucky to find you at home ! Hopkins, of Grogin- 
hole, is not long for this world. Popkins, the brewer, 
is already canvassing underhand (so very ungentleman^ 
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like !)• Keep your interest for young Lord Cipher — a 
mofit Tidofthla eamdidate. This is an awful moirtent— 
the CONSTITUTION depends on his return ! Vote for 
Cipher ! 

STOUT. 

Popkins is your man ! 

BVELYN (musinglff). 

Ciller and Popkins — Popkins and Cipher! En* 
lightenment and Popkins-— Cipher and the Constitution ! 
I AM puzzled ! Stout, I am not known at Groginhole. 

STOUT. 

Your property 's known there ! 

EVELYN. 

But purity of election — independence of votes — 

STOUT. 

To be sure : Cipher bribes abominably. Frustrate 
his schemes — preserve the liberties of the borough- 
turn every man out of his house who votes against en- 
lightenment and Popkins ! 

EVELYN. 

Right f— down with those who take the liberty to 
admire any liberty except our liberty ! That U liberty ! ^ 

GLOSSMORE. 

Cipher has a stake in the country — ^will have 50,000/. 
a^year — Cipher will never give a vote without consi- 
dering beforehand how people of 50,000/. a-year will 
be affeeted by the motion, 

D 2 
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BVELYN. 

Right : for, as without law there would be no pro- 
perty, so to be the law for property is the only proper 
property of law ! — That is law ! 

STOUT. 

Popkins is all for economy — there 's a sad waste of 
the public money — ^they give the Speaker 5000/. a-year, 
when I Ve a brother-in-law who takes the chair at the 
vestry, and who assures me confidentially he 'd consent 
to be Speaker for half the money ! 

GLOS6MORE. 

Enough, Mr. Stout. — Mr. Evelyn has too much at 
stake for a leveller. 

STOUT. 

And too much sense for a bigot. 

EVELYN. 

Mr. Evelyn has no politics at all ! — Did you ever 
play at battledore ? 

BOTH. 

Battledore ! 

EVELYN. 

Battledore ! — ^that is, a contest between two parties : 
both parties knock about something with singular skill 
— something is kept up — high — low — here — ^there — 
everywhere — nowhere ! How grave are the players ! 
how anxious the bystanders ! how noisy the battle- 
dores ! But when this something falls to the ground, 
only fancy — ^it 's nothing but cork and feather ! Go, 
and play by yourselves — I 'm no hand at it ! 
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STOUT {a^ide). 
Sad ignorance ! — ^Aristocrat ! 

6L0SSM0RE. 

Heartless principles ! — Parvenu ! 

STOUT. 

Then you don't go against us ? — I '11 bring Pop- 
kins to-morrow. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Keep yourself free till I present Cipher to you. 

STOUT. 

I must go to inquire after Hopkins. The return of 
Popkins will be an era in history. [Eont. 

GLOSSMORE. 

I must be off to the club — ^the eyes of the country 
are upon Groginhole. If Cipher fail, the constitution 
is gone ! \^Ecoit. 

EVELYN. 

Sharp, come here — ^let me look at you ! You are my 
agent, my lawyer, my man of business. I believe you 
honest ; — ^but what is honesty ? — ^where does it exist ? 
— ^in what part of us ? 

SHARP. 

In the heart, I suppose, sir. 

EVELYN. 

Mr. Sharp, it exists in the breeches' pocket ! Observe, 
I lay this piece of yellow earth on the table — I con- 
template you both ; — ^the man there — ^the gold here ! 
Now, there is many a man in those streets honest as 
you are, who moves, thinks, feels, and reasons as well 
as we do ; excellent in form — ^imperishable in soul ; 
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who, if his pockets were three days empty, would 
sell thought, reason, hody, and soul too, for that little 
coin ! Is that the fault of the man ? — no ! it is the 
fault of mankind ! God made man ; behold what 
mankind have made a god ! When I was poor I hated 
the world; now I am rich I despise it! Fools — 

knaves — ^hypocrites ! By the by. Sharp, send 100/. 

to the poor bricklayer whose house was burnt down 
yesterday. 

Enter Graves. 

Ah, Graves, my dear friend ! what a world this is ! 
— a cur of a world, that fawns on its master, and bites 
the beggar ! Ha ! ha ! it fawns on me now, for the 
beggar has bought the cur ! 

GRAVES. 

It is an atrocious world ! — ^but it will be burnt one 
day, and that 's some comfort ! 

EVELYN. 

Every hour brings its gloomy lesson — ^the temper 
sours — ^the affections wither— the heart hardens into 
stone ! Zounds^ Sharp ! what do you stand gaping 
there for ? — have you no bowels ? — why don H you go 
and see to the bricklayer ? [Ewit Sharp. 
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SCENE III. 
Graves, Evelyn. 

EVELYN. 

Graves, of all my new friends — and their name is 
Legion — ^you are the only one I esteem ; there is sym- 
pathy between us — we take the same views of life. I 
am cordially glad to see you ! 

GRAVES (groaning). 
Ah ! why should you be glad to see a man so miser- 
able? 

EVELYN. 

Because I am miserable myself! 

GRAVES. 

You ! Pshaw I you have not been condemned to 
lose a wife ! 

EVELYN. 

But, plague on it, man, I may be condemned to take 
one ! — Sit down, and listen. I want a confidant ! — 
Left fatherless, when yet a boy, my poor mother 
grudged herself food, to give me education. Some one 
had told her that learning was better than house and 
land — that 's a lie, Graves. 

GRAVES. 

A scandalous lie, Evelyn! 

EVELYN. 

On the strength of that lie I was put to school — sent 
to college, a sizar. Do you know what a sizar is ? In 
pride he is a gentleman — in knowledge he is a scholar 
—■and he crawls about, amidst gentlemen and scholars, 
with the livery of a pauper on his back ! I carried off 
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the great prizes — I became distinguished — I looked to 
a high degree, leading to a fellowship ; that is> an inde- 
pendence for myself — a home for my mother. One day 
a young lord insulted me — I retorted — ^he struck me — 
refused apology— refused redress. I was a sizar! — a 
Pariah ! — a thing to be struck ! Sir, I was at least a 
man, and I horsewhipped him in the halll before the 
eyes of the whole College ! A few days, and the lord^s 
chastisement was forgotten. The next day the sizar 
was expelled — the career of a life blasted. That is the 
difference between Rich and Poor : it takes a whirl- 
wind to move the one — a breath may uproot the other ! 
I came to London. As long as my mother lived I had 
one to toil for ; and I did toil — did hope — did struggle 
to be something yet. She died, and then, somehow, my 
spirit broke — I resigned myself to my fate ; the Alps 
above me seemed too high to ascend — I ceased to care 
what became of me. At last I submitted to be the 
poor relation — the hanger-on and gentleman-lackey of 
Sir John Vesey. But I had an object in that— there 
was one in that house whom I had loved at the first 
sight. 

GRAVES. 

And were you loved again ? 

EVELYN. 

I fancied it, and was deceived. Not an hour before I 
inherited this mighty wealth, I confessed my love, and. 
was rejected because I was poor. Now, mark : you 
remember the letter which Sharp gave me when the 
will was read ? 
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GRAVES. 

Perfectly : what were the contents ? 

EVELYN. 

After hints, cautions, and admonitions — half in irony, 
half in earnest (Ah, poor Mordaunt had known the 
world !), it proceeded — ^but I '11 read it to you : — " Hav- 
ing selected you as my heir, because I think money a 
trust to be placed where it seems likely to be best em- 
ployed, I now — not impose a condition, but ask a favour, 
if you have formed no other and insuparable attachment, 
I could wish to suggest your choice : my two nearest 
female relations are my niece Georgina, and my third 
cousin, Clara Douglas, the daughter of a once dear friend. 
If you could see in either of these one whom you could 
make your wife, such would be a marriage that, if I 
live long enough to return to England, I would seek to 
bring about before I die." My friend, this is not a 
legal condition — ^the fortune does not rest on it ; y^t, 
need I say that my gratitude considers it a moral obli- 
gation ? Several months have elapsed since thus called 
upon — I ought now to decide : you hear the names — 
Clara Douglas is the woman who rejected me ! 

GRAVES. 

But now she would accept you ! 

EVELYN. 

And do you think I am so base a slave to passion^ 
that I would owe to my gold what was denied to my 
affection ? 

GRAVES. 

But you must choose one, in common gratitude ; you 
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ought to do so — ^yes, there you are right. Besides, you 
are constantly at the house — ^the world observes it : you 
must have raised hopes in one of the girls. Yes ; it is 
time to decide between her whom you love, and her 
whom you do not ! 

EVELYN. 

Of the two, then, I would rather marry where I 
should exact the least. A marriage, to which each can 
bring sober esteem and calm regard, may not be happi- 
ness, but it may be content. But to marry one whom 
you could adore, and whose heart is closed to you — ^to 
yearn for the treasure, and only to claim the casket — 
to worship the statue that you never may warm to life 
— Oh! such a marriage would be a hell the more 
terrible because Paradise was in sight. 

GRAVES. 

Georgina is pretty, but vain and frivolous. — {Aside) 
But he has no right to be fastidious — ^he has never known 
Maria ! — {Aloud) Yes, my dear friend, now I think on 
it, you will be as wretched as myself ! — ^When you are 
married we will mingle our groans together ! 

EVELYN. 

You may misjudge Georgiila ; she may have a nobler 
nature than appears on the surface. On the day, but 
before the hour, in which the will was read, a letter, in 
a strange or disguised hand, signed " From an un- 
known friend to Alfred Evelyn^^ and enclosing what 
to a girl would have been a considerable sum, was sent 
to a poor woman for whom I had implored charity, 
and whose address I had given only to Georgina. 
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GRAVES. 
Why not assure yourself? 

EVELYN. 

Because I have not dared. For sometimes, agamst 
my reason, I have hoped that it might be Clara ! 
(taking a letter from his bosom and looking at it) . 
No, I can*t recognise the hand. Graves, I detest that 
girl! 

GRAVES. 

Who ? Georgma ? 

EVELYN. 

No ; Clara ! But I 've already^ thank Heaven I taken 
some revenge upon her. Come nearer. (Whispers) 
1 Ve bribed Sharp to say that Mordaunt's letter to me 
contained a codicil leaving Clara Douglas 20,000/. 

GRAVES. 

And didn't it ? How odd, then, not to have men- 
tioned her in his will. 

EVELYN. 

One of his caprices : besides, Sir John wrote him 
word that Lady Franklin had adopted her. But I *m 
glad of it — I Ve paid the money — she 's no more a de- 
pendant. No one can insult her now — she owes it all 
to me, and does not guess it, man— does not guess it ! 
— owes it tome, me whom she rejected ; — ^me, the poor 
scholar ! — Ha ! ha ! — ^there *s some spite in that, Eh ? 

GRAVES. 

You^re a fine fellow, Evelyn, and we imderstand 
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each other. Perhaps Clara may have seen the address, 
and dictated this letter, after all ! 

EVELYN. 

Do you think so ? — I 'II go to the house this instant ! 

GRAVES. 

Eh ? Humph ! Then I'll go with you. That Lady 
Franklin is a fine woman ! If she were not so gay, I 
think — I could — 

EVELYN. 

No ; no ; don't think any such thing : women are 
even worse than men. 

GRAVES. 

True ; to love is a boy's madness ! 

EVELYN. 

To feel is to suffer ! 

GRAVES. 

To hope is to be deceived. 



EVELYN. 

I have done with romance ! 

GRAVES. 

Mine is buried with Maria ! 

EVELYN. 

If Clara did but write this ! — 

GRAVES. 

Make haste, or Lady Franklin will be out ! — A vale 
of tears — a vale of tears ! 
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EVELYN. 

A vale of tears, indeed ! [Ea^eunt. 

Re-etder Graves for his hat. 
And I left my hat behind me ! Just like my luck ! 
If I had been bred a hatter, little boys would have come 
into the world without heads.* [Ea^it 



SCENE IV. 



Draunng-roofM at Sir John Vesey's, as in Scene /., 

Act I. 

Ladt Franklin, Clara, Servant. 

LADY franklin. 

Past two, and I have so many places to go to. Tell 
Philipps I want the carriage directly — instantly. 

SERVANT. 

I beg pardon, my Lady ; Philipps told me to say the 
young horse had fallen lame, and could not be used to- 
day. [Ea^it. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Well, on second thought, that is lucky ; now I have 
an excuse for not making a great many tedious visits. I 

* For this melancholy jest Mr. Graves is indebted to a hypochon- 
diiacal abb^. The Author read it some years ago in one of the 
French Ana — ; he cannot remember which. 
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must borrow Sir John's horses for the ball to-night. 
Oh, Clara, you must see my new turban from Carson's 
— ^the prettiest thing in the world, and so becoming ! 

CLARA. 

Ah, Lady Franklin, you '11 be so sorry — ^but- — but — 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

But what? 

CLARA. 

Such a misfortune ! poor Smith is in tears — I pro- 
mised to break it to you. Your little Charley had been 
writing his copy, and spilt the ink on the table ; and 
Smith not seeing it — and taking out the turban to put 
in the pearls as you desired — she — she 

LADY FRANKLIN* 

Ha ! ha ! laid it on the table, and the ink spoilt it. 
Ha! ha! how well I can fancy the &ce she made! 
Seriously, on the whole, it is fortunate ; for I think I 
look best, after all, in the black hat and feathers. 

CLARA. 

Dear Lady Franklin, you really have the sweetest 
temper ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

I hope so— for it's the most becoming turban a 
woman can wear ! Think of that when you marry. 
Oh, talking of marriage, I Ve certainly made a con- 
quest of Mr. Graves. 
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CLARA. 

Mr. Graves ! I thought he was inconsolable. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

For his sainted Maria ! Pdor man ! not contented 
with plaguing him while she lived, she must needs 
haunt him now she is dead. 

CLARA. 

But why does he regret her ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Why? Because he has everything to make him 
happy. Easy fortune, good health, respectable cha- 
racter. And since it is his delight to be miserable, he 
takes the only excuse the world will allow him. For 
the rest — ^it *s the way with widowers ; that is, when- 
ever they mean to marry again. But, my dear Clara, 
you seem absent-^pale — unhappy tears too ? 

CLARA. 

No— no — not tears. No ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ever since Mr. Mordaunt left you 20,000/. every one 
admires you. Sir Frederick is desperately smitten* 

CLARA (with disdain). 
Sir Frederick ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ah ! Clara, be comforted — I know your secret : I am 
certain tiiat Evelyn loves you. 



Digitized 



by Google 



48 MONEY. [act II. 

CLARA. 

He did — it is past now. He misconceived me when 
he was poor ; and now he is rich, it is not for me to 
explain. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

My dear child, happiness is too rare to be sacrificed 
to a scruple. Why does he come here so often ? 

CLARA. 

Perhaps for Georgina ! 

Enter Sir John, and turns over tfie booksy Sfc.y an 
the table, as if to look for the newspaper. 

LADY franklin. 

Pooh ! Georgina is my niece ;, she is handsome and 
accomplished — ^but her father's worldliness has spoilt 
her nature — she is not worthy of Evelyn! Behind 
the humour of his irony there is something noble — 
something that may yet be great. For his sake as well 
as yours, let me at least 

CLARA. 

Recommend me to his pity ! Ah, Lady Franklin ! 
if he addressed me from dictation, I should again refuse 
him. No ; if he cannot read my heart — ^if he will not 
seek to read it, let it break unknown. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You mistake me, my dear child : let me only tell 
him that you dictated that letter — ^that you sent that 
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money to his old nurse. Poor Clara ! it was your little 
all. He will then know, at least, if avarice be your 
sin. 

CLARA. 

He would have guessed it, had his love been like mine. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Guessed it — ^nonsense ! The handwriting unknown to 
him — every reason to think it came from Georgina. 

SIR JOHN (aside). 
Hum! Game from Georgina! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Come, let me tell him this. I know the eflFect it 
would have upon his choice. 

clarA. 

Choice ! oh, that humiliating word ! No, Lady 
Franklin, no ! Promise me ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

But— 

CLARA. 

No ! Promise — ^faithfully — sacredly. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Well, I promise. 

CLARA. 

You know how fearful is my character — no infant 
is more timid : if a poor spider cross the floor, you often 
laugh to see me grow pale and tremble ; and yet I 

E 
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would lay this hand upon the block — ^T would walk 
barefoot over the ploughshare of the old ordeal — ^to save 
Alfred Evelyn one moment's pain. But I have refused 
to share his poverty, and I should die with shame if he 
thought I had now grown enamoured of his wealth. 
My kind friend, you will keep your promise ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Yes, smce it must be so. 

CLARA. 

Thanks. I — -I — ^forgive me — I am not well. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

What fools these girls are ! — ^they take as much pains 
to lose a husband as a poor widow does to get one ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Have you seen the Times newspaper ? Where the 
deuce is the newspaper ? I can't find the Times news- 
paper. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

I think it is in my room. Shall I fetch it ? . 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear sister — ^you 're the best creature. Do ! 

[Ea^it Lady Franklin. 

Ugh! you unnatural conspirator against your own 
family f What can this letter be ? Ah f I recollect 
something. 
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JSnter Georgina. 

GEOROINA. 

Papa, I want — 

SIR JOHN. 

Yes, I know what you want well enough ! Tell me — 
were you aware that Clara had sent money to that old 
nurse Evelyn bored us about the day of the will ? 

GEOROINA. 

No ! Hfe gave me the address, and I promised, if — 

SIR JOHN. 

Gave you the address ? — ^that's lucky ! Hush ! 
Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr. Graves — Mr. Evelyn. 



SCENE V. 

Graves, Evelyn, Sir John, Georgina, Lady 
Franklin. 

LADY franklin (returning). 
Here is the newspaper. 

GRAVES. 

Ay — ^read the newspapers ! — ^they '11 tell you what 
this world is made of. Daily calendars of roguery and 
woe! H^e, advertisements from quacks, money- 

E 2 
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lenders, cheap warehouses, and spotted boys with two 
heads. So much for dupes and imposters ! Turn to 
the other column — police reports, bankruptcies, swin- 
dling, forgery, and a biographical sketch of the snub- 
nosed man who murdered his own three little cherubs 
at Pentonville. Do you fancy these but exceptions to 
the general virtue and health of the nation ? — ^turn to 
the leading article ! and your hair will stand on end at 
the horrible wickedness or melancholy idiotism of that 
half the population who think differently from your- 
self. In my day I have seen already eighteen crisises, 
six annihilations of Agriculture and Commerce, four 
overthrows of the Church, and three last, final, awful, 
and irremediable destructions of the entire Constitution ! 
And that 's a newspaper ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. M\ 

Ha ! ha ! your usual vein ! alwayS^ amusing and 
good humoured ! 

GRAVES (^frowning and very angry). 
Ma'am — good humoured ! — 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ah ! you should always wear that agreeable smile ; 
you look so much younger — so much handsomer — 
when you smile ! 

GRAVES {softened). 

Ma'am A charming creature, upon my word ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You have not seen the last H. B. ? it is excellent. 
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I think it might make you laugh. But, by-the-by, 
I don't think you can laugh. 

GRAVES. 

Ma'am — I have not laughed since the death of my 
sainted Ma . 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ah ! and that spiteful Sir Frederick says you never 
laugh, because — ^But you 11 be angry ? 

GRAVES. 

Angry ! — pooh ! I despise Sir Frederick too much 
to let anything he says have the smallest influence over 
me ! He says I don't laugh, because — 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You have lost your front teeth ! 

GRAVES. 

Lost my front teeth ! Upon my word ! Ha ! ha ! 
ha! That 's too good— capital ! Ha! ha! ha! {laugh- 
ingfrom ear to ear). 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

[ The^ retire to the table in the inner drawing- 
room. 

EVELYN (aside). 
Of course Clara will not appear ! — avoids me as 
usual ! But what do I care ? — ^what is she to me ? 
Nothing ! I '11 swear this is her glove ! — ^no one else 
has so small a hand. She 'II miss it — so — ^so ! No- 
body 's looking — I 11 keep it, just to vex her. 
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SIR JOHN (to GeOROINA). 

Yes — ^yes — ^leave me to manage : you took his por- 
trait, as I told you. 

GEOROINA. 

Yes — ^but I could not catch the expression. I got 
Clara to touch it up. 

SIR JOHN. 

That girl *s always in the way I 

Enter Captain Dudley Smooth. 

SMOOTH. 

Good morning, dear John. Ah, Miss Vesey, you 
have no idea of the conquests you made at Almack'slast 
night ! 

EVELYN {eocamining him curiously while Smooth is 

talking to Georgina). 
And that 's the celebrated Dudley Smooth ! 

SIR JOHN. 

More commonly called Deadly Smooth ! — ihe finest 
player at whist, ecarte, billiards, chess, and piquet, 
between this and the Pyramids — ^the sweetest manners ! 
— always calls you by your Christian name. Pift take 
care how you play at cards with him ! 

EVELYN. 

He does not cheat, I suppose ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Hist! No! — ^but he always wins! Bats up a 
brace of lords and a score or two of guardsmen every 
season, and runs through a man's fortune like a course 
of the Carlsbad waters. He 's an uncommonly clever 
fellow ! 
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EVELYN. 

Clever? yes! When a man steals a loaf, we cry 
down the knavery — ^when a man diverts his neighbour's 
mill-stream to grind his own com, we cry up the 
cleverness! — And every one courts Captain Dudley 
Smooth! 

SIR JOHN. 

Why, who could offend him ? the best-bred, civilest 
creature — ^and a dead shot ! There is not a cleverer man 
in the three kingdoms. 

EVELYN. 

A study — a study ! — ^let me examine him ! Such 
men are living satires on the world. 

SMOOTH (passing his arm caressingly over Sir 
Jousts shoulder). 

My dear John, how well you are looking ! A new 
lease of life ! Introduce me to Mr. Evelyn. 

EVELYN. 

Sir, it 's an honour I 've long ardently desired. 

[^Thet/ bow and shake hands. 

Enter Sir Frederick Blount. 

BLOUNT. 

How d'ye do. Sir John. Ah, Evelyn — I wished so 
much to see you! 

EVELYN. 

T is my misfortune to be visible ! 

BLOUNT. 

A little this way. You know, perhaps^ that I once 
paid my addwesses to Miss Vesey ; but since thatvewy 
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eccentwic will Sir John has shuffled me off, and hints 
at a pwior attachment — {aside) which I know to be false, 

EVELYN {seeing Clara). 

A prior attachment !• — CHa ! Clara !) Well, another 
time, my dear Blount. 

Enter Clara. 

BLOUNT. 

Stay a moment — I want you to do me a favour with 
regard to Miss Douglas ! 

EVELYN. 

Miss Douglas ! 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; — you see, though Georgina has great expecta- 
tions, and Stingy Jack will leave her all that he has, yet 
she has only her legacy of 10,0007. at the moment — 
no doubt closely settled on ^herself too: Clawa has 
20,000Z. And, I think, Clawa always liked me a little. 

EVELYN. 

You ! I dare say she did ! 

BLOUNT. 

It is whispered about that you mean to pwopose to 
Georgina. Nay, Sir John more than hinted that was 
her pwior attachment ! 

EVELYN. 

Indeed ! 
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BLOUNT. 

Now, as you are all in all with the family, if you 
could say a word for me to Miss Douglas, I don't see 
what harm it could do me ! — {aside) I will punish 
Georgina for her puerfidy. 

EVELYN. 

'Sdeath, man! speak for yourself! you are just the 
sort of man for yoimg ladies to like — they understand 
you — you 're of their own level. Pshaw ! you 're too 
modest — ^you want no mediator ! 

BLOUNT. 

My dear fellow, you flatter me, I 'm well enough in 
my way. But you, you know, would cawwy evewy- 
thing before you ! — ^you 're so confoundedly wich ! 

EVELYN {turning to Clara). 
Miss Douglas, what do you think of Sir Frederick 
Blount ? Observe him. He is well dressed — ^young — 
tolerably handsome (Blount lowing) — ^bows with an 
air-^has plenty of small talk — everything to captivate. 
Yet he thinks that if he and I were suitors to the same 
lady, I should be more successful because I am richer? 
What say you ? Is love an auction ? and do women's 
hearts go to the highest bidder ? 

CLARA. 

Their hearts?— No! 

EVELYN. 

But their hands — ^yes ! You turn away. Ah, you 
dare not answer that question ! 
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6E0RGINA {aside). 
Sir Frederick flirting with Clara ? I '11 punish him 
for his perfidy. You are the last person to talk so, Mr. 
Evelyn ! — ^you, whose wealth is your smallest attraction 
— you, whom every one admires, so witty, such "taste, 
such talent ! Ah, I 'm very foolish ! 

SIR jOfHN {clapping him on the shoulder). 

You must not turn my little girl's head. Oh, you 're 
a sad fellow ! Apropos, I must show you Georgina's 
last drawings. She has wonderfully improved since 
you gave her lessons in perspective. 

6E0RGINA. 

No papa — No ! pray, no ! Nay, don't ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Nonsense, child! — ^it's very odd, but she's more afraid 
of you than of any one ! 

SMOOTH (to Blount^ taking snuff). 

He 's an excellent father, our dear John ! and sup- 
plies the place of a mother to her. 

\TuTns away to Lady Franklin ane^ Graves. 

[Evelyn and Georgina seat themselves, and look 
over the drawings ; Sir John leans over them ; 
Sir Frederick converses with Clara ; Evelyn 
watching them. 

EVELYN. 

Beautiful! — a view from Tivoli. (Death! — she 
looks down while he speaks to her !) Is there a little 
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fault in that colouring? (She positively blushes !) But 

this Jupiter is superb. (What a d-- 4 coxcomb it is !) 

(^Rising) Oh, she certainly loves him— ^I too can be 
loved elsewhere — I too can see smiles and blushes on 
the face of another ! 

GEORGINA. 

Are you not well ? 

EVELYN. 

I beg pardon. Yes, you are indeed improved ! Ah, 
who so accomplished as Miss Vesey ? 

[^Takes up the drawings ; pays her marked atten- 
tion in dumb show. 

CLARA. 

Yes^ Sir Frederick, the conc^ was very crowded ! 
Ah, I see that Georgina consoles him for the past ! 
He has only praises for her, nothing but taunts for me ! 

BLOUNT. 

I wish you would take my opewa-box next Saturday 
— ^'t is the best in the house. I 'm not wich, but I spend 
wh&t I have (m myself ! 1 make a point to have evewy- 
thing the best in a quiet way. Best opewa-box — ^best 
dogs — best horses — ^best house of its kind. I want 
nothing to complete my establishment but the best 
wife! 

CLARA {abstractedly). 
That will come in good time, Sir Frederick. 
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EVELYN. 

Oh, it will come — ^will it? Greorgina refused the 
trifler — she courts him {taking up a portrait). Why, 
what is this ? — ^my own 

6EOR6INA. 

You must not look at that — ^you must not indeed. 
I did not know it was there ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Your own portrait, Evelyn. Why, child ! I was not 
aware you took likenesses ? — ^that 's something new ! 
Upon my word it 's a strong resemblance. 

6E0R6INA. 

Oh, no-— it does not do him justice. Give it to me. 
I will tear it. — {Aside) That odious Sir Frederick ! 

EVELYN- 

Nay, you shall not. 

CLARA. 

So — so— he loves her then ! Misery — ^misery ! But 
he shall not perceive it! No— no— I can be proud 
too. « Ha! ha! — Sir Frederick — excellent — excellent 
— ^you are so entertaining — ha! ha! (bmghs hysteric^ 
ally.) 

EVELYN. 

Oh, the affectation of coquets — they cannot even 
laugh naturally ! 
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[Clara looks at him reproachfully ^ and walks 
aside with Sir Frederick. 

But where is the new guitar you meant to buy. Miss 
Vesey — ^the one inlaid with tortoiseshell? It is near a 
year since you set your heart on it, and I don't see it 
yet! 

SIR JOHN {taking him aside confidentially). 

The guitar — oh, to tell you a secret — she applied the 
money I gave her for it to a case of charity several 
months ago — ^the very day the will was read. I saw the 
letter lying on the table, with the money in it. Mind, 
not a word to her — she *d never forgive me ! 

EVELYN. 

Letter !— money ! What was the name of the person 
she relieved ? — ^not Stanton ? 

SIR JOHN. 

I don't remember indeed. 

EVELYN {taking out the letter). 
This is not her hand ! 

SIR JOHN. 

No! I observed at the time it was not her hand, 
but I got out from her that she did not wish the thing 
to he^ knowny and had employed some one else to copy 
it. May I see the letter? Yes, I think this is the 
wording. But I did not mean to tell you what case of 
charity it was. . I promised Georgy I would not. Still, 
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how did she know Mxs. Stanton's address ? — you never 
gave it to me ! 

EVELYN. 

I gave it to her. Sir John. 

CLARA (at the distance). 

Yes, I '11 go to the opera, if Lady Franklin will. 
Do go, dear Lady Franklin ! — on Saturday, then. Sir 
Frederick. 

EVELYN. 

Sir John, to a man like me, this simple act of un- 
ostentatious generosity is worth all the accomplish- 
ments in the world. A good heart — a tender dis- 
position — a charity that shuns the day — a modesty that 
blushes at its own excellence — ^an impulse towards 
something more divine than Mammon ; — ^such are the 
true accomplishments which preserve beauty for ever 
young. Such I have sought in the partner I would 
take for life ; — such I have found' — alas ! not where I 
had dreamed ! — Miss Vesey, I will be honest-r-I say, 
then, frankly — (as Clara approaches, raising his 
voice and looking fixedly at her) — I have loved ano- 
ther— deeply r— truly — bitt^ly -r- vow^ / I patt&ot 
oflFertoyou^ as 1 did to her, the. fair. fiiSt.lo\» of the 
human heart — rich with all its blos^ms ai^d ite wrdure. 
But if esteem — if gratitude — -if jp-n earnest ^resdve to 
conquer every recollection that would wander from your 
image ; — ^if these can tempt you to accept my hand and 
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fortune, my life shall be a study to deserve your confi- 
dence. 

[Clara stands motionless, clasping her 
hands J and then slowly seats herself. 

SIR JOHN. 

The happiest day of my life ! 

[Clara /o/i^ hack in her chair. 

EVELYN {darting forward). (Aside.) 

She is pale ; she faints ! What have I done ? Oh, 
heaven ! — Clara ! 

CLARA (rising with a smile). 
Be happy, my cousin — ^be happy ! Yes, with my 
whole heart I say it — ^be happy, Alfred Evelyn ! 



END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

The drawing-rooms in Sir John Vesey'* house. 
Sir John, Georgina. 

SIR JOHN. 

And he has not pressed you to fix the wedding-day ? 

GEORGINA. 

No ; and smce he proposed he comes here so seldom, 
and seems so gloomy. Heigho ! Poor Sir Frederick 
was twenty times more amusing. 

SIR JOHN. 

But Evelyn is fifty times as rich ! 

GEORGINA. 

Sir Frederick dresses so well ! 

SIR JOHN. 

You '11 have magnificent diamonds ! But a word 
with you : I saw you yesterday in the square with Sir 
Frederick; that must not happen again. When a 
young lady is engaged to one man, nothing is so inde- 
corous as to flirt with another. It might endanger your 
marriage itself. Oh, it *s highly indecorous ! 
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GEOR6INA. 

Don*t be afraid, papa — he takes up with Clara. 

SIR JOHN. 

Who? Evelyn? 

GEORGINA. 

Sir Frederick. Heigho ! — I hate artful girls. 

SIR JOHN. 

The settlements will be splendid ! if anything hap- 
pens, nothing can be handsomer than your jointure. 

GEORGINA. 

My own kind papa, you always put things so plea- 
santly. But do you not fear lest he discover that Clara 
wrote the letter ? 

SIR JOHN. 

No ; and I shall get Clara out of the house. But 
there is something else that makes me very uneasy. 
You know that no sooner did Evelyn come into pos- 
session of his fortune than he launched out in the style 
of a prince. His house in London is a palace, and he 
has bought a great estate in the country. Look how 
he lives ! — Balls — banquets — ^fine arts — fiddlers — chari- 
ties — and the devil to pay ! 

GEORGINA. 

But if he can a£Pord it — 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh ! as long as he stopped there I had no appre- 
hension ; but since he proposed for you he is more 
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extravagant than ever. They say he has taken to 
gambling! and he is always with Captain Smooth. 
No fortune can stand Deadly Smooth ! If he gets into 
a scrape he may fall off from the settlements. We 
must press the marriage at once. 

6E0R6INA. 

Heigho! Poor Frederick ! You don't think he is 
really attached to Clara ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Upon my word I can't say. Put on your bonnet, 
and come to Storr and Mortimer's to choose the jewels. 

6E0RGINA. 

The jewels ! — ^yes — ^the drive will do me good. So 
you '11 send away Clara ? — she 's so very deceitful. 

SIR JOHN. 

Never fear — yes — tell her to come to me. 

\_Eai%t Georgina. 

Yes ; I must press on this marriage ; Georgina has 
not wit enough to manage him — at least till he's her hus- 
band, and then all women find it smooth sailing. This 
match win make me a man of prodigious importance ! 
I suspect he '11 give me up her ten thousand pounds. 
I can*t think of his taking to gambling, for I love him 
as a son — ^and I look on his money as my own. 
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SCENE II. 

Clara, Sir John. 

SIR JOHN. 

Clara, my love ! 

CLARA. 

Sir— 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear, what I am going to say may appear a little 
rude and unkind, but you know my character is frank- 
ness. — ^To the point, then : my poor child, I 'm aware 
of your attachment to Mr. Evelyn 

CLARA. 

Sir ! my attachment 1 

SIR JOHN. 

It is generally remarked. Lady Kind says you are 
falling away. My poor girl, I pity you — I do, in- 
deed ! * " Now, there 's that letter you wrote to his old 
" nurse — it has got about somehow — ^and tihe world is 
*'' so ill natured. I don't know if I did right ; but, after 
^' he had proposed to Georgy — (of course not before !) 
*' — I thought it so unpleasant for you, as a young lady, 
** to be suspected of anything forward with respect to a 
** man who was not attached to you, that I rather let it 
*' be supposed that Georgy herself vfroie^ the letter. 

CLARA. 

" Sir, I don't know what right you had to 

* The lines between inverted commas are omitted on the stage. 

P 2 
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SIR JOHN, 
" That 's very true, my dear ; and I 've been thinking 
" since that I ought perhaps to tell Mr. Evelyn that 
*' the letter was yours — shall I ? 

CLARA. 

" No, Sir ; I beg you will not. I — I '' — (weeps.) 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear Clara, don*t take on ; I would not have said 
this for the world, if I was not a little anxious about 
my own girl. Georgina is so unhappy at what every 
one says of your attachment 

CLARA. 

Every one ? — Oh, torture ! 

SIR JOHN. 

That it preys on her spirits — it even irritates her 
temper ! You see, though the marriage will take place 
almost immediately, Mr. Evelyn does not come so often 
as he ought. In a word, I fear these little jealousies and 
suspicions will tend to embitter their future union — I 'm 
a father — forgive me. 

CLARA. 

Embitter their union ! Oh, never ! What would 
you have me do. Sir ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Why, you're now independent. Lady Franklin 
seems resolved to stay in town. Surely she can*t mean 
to take her money out of the family by some foolish 
inclination for Mr. Graves ! He's always purring and 
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whining about the house, like a black cat in the me- 
grims. What think you, eh ? 

CLARA, 

Sir, it was of myself — my unhappy self — ^you were 
speaking. 

SIR JOHN. 

Sly ! ^True ; true ! What I meant to say was 

this: — Lady Franklin persists in staying here: you 
are your own mistress. Mrs. Carlton, aunt to my late 
wife, is going abroad for a short time, and would be 
delighted if you would accompany her. 

CLARA. 

It is the very favour I would have asked of you. 
{Aside.) I shall escape at least the struggle and the 
shame. When does she go ? 

SIR JOHN. 

In five days — ^next Monday. — You forgive me ? 

CLARA. 

Sir, I thank you. 

SIR JOHN {drawing the table). 

Suppose, then, you write a line to her yourself, and 
settle it at once ? 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

The carriage. Sir John ; Miss Vesey is quite ready. 

SIR JOHN. 

" Wait a moment. Shall I tell Evelyn you wrote 
'* the letter? 
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CLARA. 

" No, Sir, I implore you. 

SIR JOHN. 

** But it would be awkward for Georgy, if discovered. 

CLARA. 

" It never shall be. 

SIR JOHN. 

** Well, well, as you please. I know nothing could be 

" so painful to a young lady of pride and delicacy." 

James, if Mr. Serious, the clergyman, calls, say I am 
gone to the great meeting at Exeter Hall : if Lord 
Spruce calls, say you believe I *m gone to the rehearsal 
of Cinderella. Oh ! and if MacFinch should come — 
(MacFinch, who duns me three times a-week) — say 
I Ve hurried off to Garraways to bid for the great Bul- 
strode estate. Just put the Duke of Lofty's card care- 
lessly on the hall table. And, I say, James, I expect 
two gentlemen a little before dinner — Mr. Squab the 
Radical, and Mr. Qualm of the great Marylebone Con- 
servative Association. Show Squab into the study, and 
be sure to give him the " Weekly True Sun," — Qualm 
into the back parlour with the " Times'' and the ** Morn- 
ing Post." One must have a little management in this 
world. All humbug ! — ^all humbug, upon my soul ! 

[Exit. 
CLARA {folding the letter). 

There — it is decided ! A few days, and we are 
parted for ever ! — a few weeks, and another will bear 
his name — his wife ! Oh, happy fate ! She will 
have the right to say to him — though the whole world 
should hear her — '^ I am thine !" And I embitter 
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their lot — I am the cloud upon their joyous sunshine ! 
And yet, O Alfred ! if she loves thee — ^if she knows 
thee — ^if she values thee — and, when thou wrong'st her, 
if she can forgive, as I do, — I can bless her, when far 
away, and join her name in my prayers for thee ! 

EVELYN {without). 

Miss Vesey just gone ? Well, I will write a line. 



SCENE III. 
Evelyn, Clara. 

EVELYN. 

{Aside.) So— Clara ! Do not let me disturb you, 

Miss Douglas. 

CLARA {going). 

Nay, I have done. 

EVELYN. 

I see that my presence is always odious to you. It 
is a reason why I come so seldom. But be cheered. 
Madam : I am here but to fix the day of my marriage, 

and I shall then go into the country — ^till — ^till In 

short, this is the last time my visit will banish you from 
the room I enter. 

CLARA {aside). 

The last time ! — ^and we shall then meet no more ! — 
And to part thus for ever — in scorn — in anger — I can- 
not bear it ! — (Approaching him.) Alfred, my cousin, 
it is true this may be the last time we shall meet — I 
have made my arrangements to quit England. 
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EVELYN. 

To quit England ? 

CLARA. 

But, before I go, let me thank you for many a past 
kindness, which it is not for an orphan easily to forget. 

EVELYN {mechanically). 
To quit England ! 

CLARA. 

I have long wished it : but enough of me. Evelyn, 

now that you are betrothed to another — now, without 
recurring to the past — now, without the fear of mutual 
error and mistake — something of our old friendship 

may at least return to us. And if, too, I dared, I 

have that on my mind which only a friend — a sister — 
might presume to say to you. 

EVELYN {moved). 

]\Iiss Douglas — Clara — ^if there is aught that I could 
do — if, while hundreds — strangers — beggars — tell me 
that I have the power, by opening or shutting this 
worthless hand, to bid sorrow rejoice or poverty despair 
— if — if my life — my heart's blood — could render to 
y(m one such service as my gold can give to others — 
why, speak ! — and the past you allude to, — yes, even 
that bitter past, — ^I will cancel and forget ! 

CLARA {holding out her hand). 

We are friends, then ! — you are again my cousin ! — 
my brother ! 

EVELYN {dropping her hand). 
Brother ! — Ah ! say on ! 
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CLARA. 

I speak, then, as a sister — ^herself weak, inexpe- 
rienced, ignorant, nothing — might speak to a brother, 
in whose career she felt the ambition of a man. Oh, 
Evelyn ! when you inherited this vast wealth I pleased 
tnyself with imagining how you would wield the power 
delegated to your hands. I knew your benevolence — 
your intellect — your genius ! — ^the ardent mind couched 
beneath the cold sarcasm of a long-baffled spirit ! I 
saw before me the noble and bright career open to you 
at last — and I often thought that, in after years, when 
far away — as I soon shall be — I should hear your name 
identified, not with what fortune can give the base, but 
with deeds and ends to which, for the great, fortune is 
but the instrument ; — I often thought that I should say 
to my own heart — ^weeping proud and delicious tears — 
" And once this man loved me ! " 

EVELYN. 

No more, Clara ! — oh, heavens ! — no more ! 

CLARA. 

But has it been so ? — have you been true to your own 

self? Pomp — parade — 1 u xur ies — pleasures — ^folHes ! 

— all these might distinguish others, they do but belie 

the ambition and the soul of Alfred Evelyn ! Oh ! 

pardon me — I am too bold — I pain — I offend you. 

Ah, 1 should not have dared thus much had I not 
thought, at times, that — that 

EVELYN. 

That these follies — ^these vanities — this dalliance 
with a loftier fate — were your own work ! You thought 
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that, and you were right! Perhaps, indeed, after a 
youth steeped to the lips in the hyssop and gall of 
penury — perhaps I might have wished royally to know 
the full value of that dazzling and starry life which, 
from the last step in the ladder, I had seen indignantly 
and from afar. But a month — a week — would have suf- 
ficed for that experience. Experience ! — Oh, how soon 
we learn that hearts are as cold and souls as vile — no 
matter whether the sun shine on the noble in his palace, 
or the rain drench the rags of the beggar cowering at 
the porch. The extremes of life differ but in this : — 
Above, F'iee smiles and revels — below. Crime frowns and 
starves. But you — did not you reject me because I was 
poor ? Despise me if you please ! — my revenge might 
be unworthy — I wished to show you the luxuries, the 
gaud, the splendour I thought you prized, — to sur- 
round with the attributes your sex seems most to value 
the station that, had you loved me, it would have 
been yours to command. But vain — ^vain alike my 
poverty and my wealth ! You loved me not in either, 
and my fate is sealed ! 

CLARA. 

A happy fate, Evelyn! — you love! 

EVELYN. 

And at last I am beloved. — {After a pause^ and turn- 
ing to her abruptly) Do you doubt it ? 

CLARA. 

No, I believe it firmly ! — {Aside) Were it possible 
for her not to love him ? 
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EVELYN. 

Georgina, perhaps, is vain — and light — and — 

CLARA. 

No — ^think it not ! Once removed from the worldly 
atmosphere of her father's councils, and you will form 
and raise her to your own level. She is so young yet — 
she has beauty, cheerfulness, and temper ; — ^the rest you 
will give, if you will but yet do justice to your own 
nature. And, now that there is nothing unkind between 
us — ^not even regret — ^and surely {with a smile) not 
revenge, my cousin — you will rise to your nobler self — 
and so, ferewell ! 

EVELYN. 

No; stay — one moment; — you still feel interest in 
my fate ! Have I been deceived ? Oh, why — ^why 
did you spurn the heart whose offerings were lavished 

at your feet ? Could you still — still ? Distraction 

— I know not what I say ! — my honour pledged to 
anQther— my vows accepted and returned ! Go, Clara ; 
it is best so ! Yet you will miss some one, perhaps, 
more than me — some one to whose follies you have 
been more indulgent — some one to whom you would 
permit a yet tenderer name than that of brother ! 

CLARA (aside). 
It will make him, perhaps, happier to think it! — 
Think so, if you will ! — ^but part friends. 

EVELYN. 

Friends — and that is all ! Look you, this is life ! — 
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The eyes that charmed away every sorrow— the hand 
whose lightest touch thrilled to the very core — ^the pre- 
sence that, like moonlight, shed its own hallowing beauty 
over the meanest things ; — a little while — ^a year — a 
month — ^a day — and we smile that we could dream so 
idly. An — all — ^the sweet enchantment, known but 
once, never to return again, vanished from the world ! 
And the one who forgets the soonest — the one who 
robs your earth for ever of its summer — comes to you 
with a careless lip, and says — " Let us part friends!*^ 
Go, Clara, — go, — and be happy if you can ! 

CLARA {weeping). 

Cruel — cruel — ^to the last ! Heaven forgive you, 

Alfred ! [Esjtt. 

EVELYN. 

Soft ! — let me recall her words, her tones, her looks. 
Does she love me ? She defends her rival — she did 
not deny it when I charged her with attachment to 
another : and yet — and yet — there is a voice at my 
heart which tells me I have been the rash slave of a 

jealous anger. But I have made my choice — ^I must 

abide the issue ! 

Enter Graves, preceded by Servant. 
Lady Franklin is dressing. Sir. 
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SCENE IV. 
Graves, Evelyn. 

GRAVES. 

Well, I '11 wait. (Ea^it Servant.) She was worthy to 
have known the lost Maria ! So considerate to ask me 
hither — not to console me, that is impossible — ^but to 
indulge the luxury of woe. It will be a mournful 

scene. (Seeing Evelyn) Is that you, Evelyn ? — I 

have just heard that the borough of Groginhole is vacant 
at last. Why not stand yourself ? — ^with your property 
you might come in without even a personal canvass. 

EVELYN. 

I, who despise these contests for the colour of a 
straw — ^this everlasting litigation of Authority versus 
Man — ^I to be one of the wranglers ? — never ! 

GRAVES. 

You are quite right, and I beg your pardon. 

EVELYN. 

(Aside.) And yet Clara spoke of ambition. She 

would regret me if I could be distinguished. 

(Aloud.) To be sure, after all. Graves, corrupt as man- 
kind are, it is our duty to try at least to make them a 
little better. An Englishman owes something to his 
country. 

GRAVES. 

He does, indeed ! (counting on his fingers) East 
winds. Fogs, Rheumatism, Pulmonary complaints, and 
Taxes — (Evelyn walks about in disorder.) You 
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seem agitated — ^a quarrel with your intended ? Oh ! 
when you 've been married a month, you won H know 
what to do without one ! 

EVELYN. 

You are a pleasant comforter. 

GRAVES. 

Do you deserve a comforter ? One morning you tell 
me you love Clara, or at least detest her, which is the 
same thing — (poor Maria often said she detested me) — 
and that very afternoon you propose to Georgina ! 

EVELYN. 

Clara will easily console herself — ^thanks to Sir 
Frederick ! 

GRAVES. 



He is young ! 

Good looking I 
A coxcomb ! 



EVELYN. 



GRAVES. 



EVELYN. 

And therefore irresistible ! 

GRAVES. 

Nevertheless, Clara .has had the bad taste to refuse 
him. I have it from Ladv Franklin, to whom he con- 
fided his despair in re-arranging his neckcloth. 

EVELYN. 

My dear friend — is it possible ? 
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GRAVES. 

But what then ? You must marry Georgina, who, 
to believe Lady Franklin, is sincerely attached to— 
your fortune. Go and hang yourself, Evelyn; you 
have been duped by them. 

EVELYN. 

By them — ^bah ! If deceived, I have been my own 
dupe. Is it not a strange thing that in matters of 
reason — of the arithmetic and logic of life — we are 
sensible, shrewd, prudent men ? But touch our hearts 
— ^move our passions — ^take us for an instant from the 
hard safety of worldly calculation — and the philosopher 
is duller than the fool ! Duped — if I thought it ! — 

GRAVES. 

To be sure ! — ^you tried Clara in your poverty ; it 
was a safe experiment to try Georgina in your wealth. 

EVELYN. 

Ha ! that is true — very true. Go on. 

GRAVES. 

You '11 have an excellent father-in-law. Sir John 
positively weeps when he talks of your income ! 

EVELYN. 

Sir John, possibly — ^but Georgina ? 

GRAVES. 

Plays affection to you in the afternoon, after practis- 
ing first with Sir Frederick in the morning. 

EVELYN. 

On your life, Sir, be serious : what do you mean ? 
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GRAVES. 

That in passing this way I see her very often walk- 
ing in the square with Sir Frederick. 

EVELYN. 

Ha ! say you so ? 

GRAVES. 

What then ? Man is born to be deceived. You look 
nervous — your hand trembles ; that comes of gaming. 
They say at the clubs that you play deeply. 

EVELYN. 

Ha! ha! Do they say that? — a few hundreds lost 
or won — a cheap opiate — anything that can lay the 
memory to sleep. The poor man drinks and the rich 
man gambles — the same motive to both ! But you are 
right — ^it is a base resource — I will play no more. 

GRAVES. 

I am delighted to hear it, for your friend Captain 
Smooth has ruined half the young heirs in London. To 
play with him is to advertise yourself a bankrupt. 
Even Sir John is alarmed. I met him just now in Pall 
Mall ; he made me stop, and implored me to speak to 
you. By the by, I forgot — do you bank with Flash, 
Brisk, Credit, and Co. ? 

EVELYN. 

So, Sir John is alarmed ? — (Aside.) Gulled by this 
cogging charlatan ?— Aha ! I may beat him yet at his 

own weapons ! Humph ! Bank with Flash ! Why 

do you ask me ? 
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GRAVES. 

Because Sir John has just heard that they are in a 
very bad way, and begs you to withdraw anything you 
have in their hands. 

EVELYN. 

I '11 see to it. So Sir John is alarmed at my gam- 
bHng? 

GRAVES. 

Terribly ! He even told me he should go himself to 
the club, this evening, to watch you. 

EVELYN. 

To watch me ! — ^goed — I will be there. 

GRAVES. 

But you will promise not to play. 

EVELYN. 

Yes — ^to play. I feel it is impossible to give it up ! 

GRAVES. 

No — ^no ! 'Sdeath, man ! be as wretched as you 
please : break your heart, that 's nothing ! but damme, 
take care of your pockets ! 

EVELYN. 

I will be there — I will play with Captain Smooth — 
I will lose as much as I please — ^thousands — millions — 
billions ; and if he presume to spy on my losses, hang 
me if I don't lose Sir John himself into the bargain ! 

G 
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(Going out and returning) I am so absent! What 
was the bank you mentioned? Flash, Brisk, and 
Credit. Bless me, how unlucky! and it's too late 
to draw out to-day. Tell Sir John I 'm very much 
obliged to him, and he '11 find me at the club any time 
before daybreak hard at work with my friend Smooth ! 

[Exit. 

GRAVES. 

He's certainly crazy! but I don't wonder at it. 
What the approach of the dog-days is to the canine 
species, the approach of the honeymoon is to the human 
race. 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Lady Franklin's compliments — she will see you in 
the boudoir, Sir. 

GRAVES. 

In the boudoir ! — go, go — I *11 come directly. 

[Ea!it Servant. 

My heart beats — it must be for grief Poor Maria ! 
(Searching his pockets for his handkerchief.) Not a 
white one — just like my luck : I call on a lady to talk 
of the dear departed, and I 've nothing about me but a 
cursed gaudy, flaunting, red, yellow, and blue abomi- 
nation from India, which it 's even indecent for a dis- 
consolate widower to exhibit. Ah ! Fortune never 
ceases to torment the suspeptible. The boudoir ! — ^ha ! 
ha ! the boudoir ! [Ea^it. 
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SCENE V. 
A Boudoir in the same house. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Now, if my scheme does but succeed ! I can't help 
laughing to think of it ! Mum — ^here he comes. 

Enter Graves. 
GRAVES (sighing). 
Ah, Lady Franklin ! 

LADY FRANKLIN (sighing). 

Ah, Mr. Graves ! (They seat themselves.) Pray 
excuse me for having kept you so long. Is it not a 
charming day ? 

GRAVES. 

An east wind, ma'am ! but nothing comes amiss to 
you ! — it 's a happy disposition ! Poor Maria ! — she too 
was naturally gay. 

LADY FRANKLIN (aside). 

Yes, she was gay. So much life, and a great deal of 
spirit. 

GRAVES. 

Spirit? Yes! — nothing could master it. She 
would have her own way ! Ah ! there was nobody like 
her! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

And then, when her spirit was up, she Jooked so 
handsome ! Her eyes grew so brilliant ! 

g2 
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GRAVES. 

Did not they ? — Ah ! ah ! ha ! ha ! ha ! And do you 
remember her pretty trick of stamping her foot ? — ^the 
tiniest little foot — I think I see her now. Ah ! this 
conversation is very soothing. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

How well she acted in your private theatricals ! 

GRAVES. 

You remember her Mrs. Oakley in " The Jealous 
Wife V Ha ! ha ! how good it was ! — ^ha ! ha ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Ha! ha! Yes, in the very first scene, when she 
came out with {mimicking) ** Your unkindness and 
barbarity will be the death of me !" 

GRAVES. 

No — ^no ! that 's not it ! more energy. (Mimicking.) 
*' Your unkindness and barbarity will be the death of 
me." Ha ! ha F I ought to know how she said it, for 
she used to practise it on me twice a-day. Ah ! poor 
dear lamb ! (wipes his eyes.) 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

And then she sang so well ! was such a composer! 
What was that little French air she was so fond of ? 

GRAVES. 

Ha ! ha ! ^rightly ! was it not ? Let me see— let 
me see. 
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LAJDY FRANKLIN (humming). 
Turn ti — ^ti turn — ^ti — ^ti — ti. No, that 's not it. 

GRAVES (humming). 
Turn ti — ^ti — ^tuni ti — ^ti — ^tum — ^tum — ^tum. 

BOTH. 

Turn ti — ^ti — ^tum ti — ti — turn — ^tum — ^tum. Ha ! ha ! 

GRAYES (throwing himself back) . 
Ah ! what recollections it revives ! It is too aflFect- 
ing. 

LADY FRANKLIN (aside). 

Now, if I could but get him to dance with me, we 
should end with being partners for life. It is affecting, 
but we are all mortal. (Sighs.) And at your Christ- 
mas party, at Cyprus Lodge, do you remember her 
dancing the Scotch reel with Captain Macnaughten. 

GRAVES. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! To be sure — ^to be sure. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Can you think of the step ? — somehow thus, was 
it not? (dancing.) 

GRAVES. 

No — no— quite wrong! — just stand there. Now 
then (humming the tune)— La — ^la-la-la — La, la, &c. 

iThet/ dance. 
That 'sit- — excellent— admirable ! 
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LADY FRANKLIN (mside). 

Now it 's coming. 

Enter Sir John, Blount, Gborgina, — thet/ stand 
amazed. 
[Lady Franklin continues to dance. 

graves. 

Bewitching — irresistible ! It 's Maria herself that I 
see before me ! Thus — ^thus — ^let me dasp— Oh, 
the devil ! Just like my luck ! — (Stopping opposite 
Sir John-) 

[Lady Franklin runs off. 

SIR JOHN. 

Upon my word, Mr. Graves ! 

6E0R6INA, BLOUNT. 

Encore — encore ! Bravo — ^bravo! 

GRAVES. 

It 's all a mistake ! I — I — Sir John. Lady Frank- 
lin, you see — that is to say — ^I. Sainted Maria ! you 

are spared, at least, this affliction ! 

GEORGINA. 

Pray go on ! 

BLOUNT, 

Don't let us interwupt you. 

GRAVES. 

Interrupt me ! I must say that this rudeness — this 
gross impropriety — to pry into the sorrows of a poor 
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bereaved sufferer, seeking comfort from a sympathizing 
friend — But such is human nature ! 

GEORGINA. 

But, Mr. Graves ! — (following him.) 

GRAVES. 

Heartless ! 

BLOUNT. 

My dear Mr. Graves ! — (following him.) 

GRAVES. 

Frivolous ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Stay and dine ! — (following him.) 

GRAVES. 

Unfeeling ! 

OMNES. 

Ha!— ha!— ha! 

GRAVES. 

Monsters ! Good day to you. * 

[Eant, followed by Sir John, Sfc. 



* For the original idea of this scene the author is indebted to 
a little froverhe^ never, he believes, acted in public. 
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SCENE VI. 

The interior of * * * *'* Club ; night ; lights^ Sfc. 
Small sofa-tables^ with books, papers, tea^ coffee, 
Sfc, Several members grouped by the fireplace ; 
one member with his legs over the back of his chair ; 
another with his legs over his table ; a third with 
his legs on the chimney-piece. To the left, and in 
front of the Stage, an old member reading the news- 
paper, seated by a small round table ; to the right 
a card'table, before which Captain Dudley 
Smooth is seated, and sipping lemonade ; at the 
bottom of the Stage another card-table. 

Glossmore, Stout. 

glossmore. 
You don 't come often to the club. Stout ? 

STOUT. 

No ; time is money. An hour spent at a club is un- 
productive capital. 

OLD MEMBER {reading the newspaper^ 
Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. [Waiter brings it 

6L0SSM0RE. 

So, Evelyn has taken to play ? I see Deadly Smooth, 
*' hushed in grim repose, awaits his evening prey.*' 
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Deep work to-night, I suspect, for Smooth is drinking 
lemonade — ^keeps his head clear — monstrous clever dog ! 

Enter Evelyn ; salutes and shakes hands with dif" 
f event members in passing up the Stage. 

EVELYN. 

How d' ye do, Glossmore ? How are you. Stout ? — 
you don't play, I think ! Political Economy never plays 
at cards, eh ? — never has time for anything more frivol- 
ous than Rents and Profits, Wages and Labour, High 
Prices and Low — Corn-laws, Poor-laws, Tithes, Cur- 
rency — Dot-and-go-one — Rates, Puzzles, Taxes, Rid- 
dles, and Botheration! Smooth is the man. Aha! 
Smooth. Piquet, eh ? You owe me my revenge ! 

IMembers touch each other significantly ; Stout 
walks away with the snuff-box ; Old Mem- 
ber looks at him savagely. 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Alfred, anything to oblige. 

[They seat themselves. 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. 

[Waiter takes it from Stout, and brings it back 
to Old Member. 

Enter Blount. 

BLOUNT. 

So, so ! Evelyn at it again, — eh, Glossmore ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

Yes, Smooth sticks to him like a leech. Clever 
fellow, that Smooth ! 
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BLOUNT* 

Will you make up a wubber ? 

6L0SSM0RE. 

Have 3rou got two others ? 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; Flat and Green. 

6L0SSM0RE. 

Bad players. 

BLOUNT. 

I make it a wule to play with bad players ; it is five 
per cent« in one's favour. I hate gambling. But a 
quiet wubber, if one is the best player out of four, can't 
do one any harm. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Clever fellow, that Blount ! 

[Blount takes up the snuff-hoxy and walks off 
with it ; Old Member hoks at him savagely. 

[Blount, Glossmore, Flat, and Green make 
up a table at the bottom of the Stage. 

SMOOTH. 

A thousand pardons, my dear Alfred^ — ^ninety repique 
— ^ten cards ! — game ! 

EVELYN {passing a note to him). 

Game ! Before we go on, one question. This is 
Thursday — how much do you calculate to win of me 
before Tuesday next ? 
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SMOOTH. 
€e ^ker Alfred ! He is so droll ! 

EVELYN (nrrtfing- m his poeket-book). 

Forty games i^night — ^four nights, minus Sunday — 
our usual Btakes-^hat would be right, I think ! 

SMOOTH (glancing over the account). 
Quite — ^if I win all — which is next to impossible. 

EVELYN. 

It shall be possible to win twice as much> on one 
condition. Can you keep a secret ? 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Alfred, I have kept myself! I never inhe- 
rited a farthing — I never spent less than 4000/. a-year 
— and I never told a soul how I managed it. 

EVELYN. 

Hark ye, then — a word with you— (rt6y whisper). 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box. 

[Waiter takes it from Blount, Sfc. 

Enter Sir John. 

EVELYN. 

You understand ? 

SMOOTH. 

Perfectly ; anything to oblige. 
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EVELYN {cutting). 
It is for you to deal* \_They go on playing, 

SIR JOHN {groaning). 

There 's my precious son-in-law, that is to be, spend- 
ing my consequence, and making a fool of himself. 

( Takes up the snuff -box ; Old Member 
looks at him savagely. 

BLOUNT. 

I 'm out. Flat, a poney on the odd twick. That 's 
wight. — {Coming up^ counting his money.) Well, Sir 
John, you don*t play ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Play ? no ! Confound him — ^lost again ! 

EVELYN. 

Hang the cards !— double the stakes ! 

SMOOTH. 

' Just as you please — done ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Done, indeed ! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuflF-box. 

(Waiter takes it from Sir John. 

BLOUNT. 

I *ve won eight points and the bets — I never lose— I 
never play in the Deadly SnK)oth set ! 

[ Takes up the snuff-^hox ; Old Member as before. 
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SIR JOHN (looking over Smooth'* hand, and fidget- 
ing backwards and forwards). 

Lord have mercy on us ! Smooth has seven for hi$ 
point ! What *s the stakes? 

EVELYN. 

Don't disturb us — I only throw out four. Stakes, 
Sir John ? — ^immense ! Was ever such luck ? — ^not a 
card for my point. Do stand back. Sir John — I *m 
getting irritable ! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. 

[Waiter brings it back, 

BLOUNT. 

One hundred pounds on the next game, Evelyn ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Nonsense — nonsense— don 't disturb him ! All the 
fishes come to the bait! Sharks and minnows all 
nibbling away at my son-in-law ! 

EVELYN 

One hundred pounds, Blount ? Ah ! the finest gentle- 
man is never too fine a gentleman to pick up a guinea. 
Done ! Treble the stakes, Smooth ! 

SIR JOHN. 

I 'm on the rack ! {seizing the snuff-box.) Be cool, 
Evelyn ! take care, my dear boy ! — now don 't ye — 
now don 't ! 
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EVELYN. 

What — ^what? You have four queens ! — five to the 
king. Confound the cards ! — ^a fresh pack. ( Throws 
the cards behind him over Sir John.) 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — the snuff-box. 

[Different members gather round. 

FIRST MEMBER. 

I never before saw Evel)m out of temper. He must 
be losing immensely ! 

SECOND MEMBER. 

Yes, this is interesting ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Interesting ! there 's a wretch ! 

FIRST MEMBER. 

Poor fellow ! he '11 be ruined in a month ! 

SIR JOHN. 

I 'm m a cold sweat. 

SECOND MEMBER. 

Smooth is the very devil. 

SIR JOHN. 

The devil 's a joke to him ! 
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GLOSSMORE (slapping Sir John on the back). 

A clever fellow, that Smooth, Sir John, eh ? ( Takes 
up the snuf-boiV ; Old Member as before). 100/. on 
this game, Evelyn ? 

EVELYN {half turning round). 
You ! well done, the Constitution ! yes, 100/. ! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. 

STOUT. 

/ think Vuu venture ! — ^200/. on this game, Evelyn ? 
EVELYN {quite turning round). 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^Enlightenment and the Constitution 
on the same side of the question at last ! O, Stout, 
Stout ! — ^great happiness of the greatest number — 
greatest number, number one ! Done, Stout ! — ^200/. !^ — 
ha! ha! ha!— I deal. Stout. Well done. Political 
Economy — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Quite hysterical— drivelling ! Arn't you ashamed 
of yourselves ? His own cousins ! — all in a conspiracy 
perfect gang of them. 

{^Members indignant. 

STOUT {to Members). 
Hush ! he 's to marry Sir John's daughter. 
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FIRST MEMBER. 

What, Stingy Jack's? oh! 

CHORUS OF MEMBERS. 

Oh ! oh ! 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter ! — ^the snuff-box. 

EVELYN (rising in great agitation). 

No more, no more — I 've done !— quite enough. 
Glossmore, Stout, Blount, — I '11 pay you to-morrow. 
I — I — . Death ! — ^this is ruinous ! 

[Seizes the snuff-houc ; Old Member as be/ore. 

SIR JOHN. 

Ruinous? I dare say it is! What has he lost? 
what has he lost. Smooth ? Not much ? eh ? eh? 

[Omnes gather round Smooth^ 

SMOOTH. 

Oh, a trifle, dear John !— excuse me I We never tell 
our winnings. — (ToBlount) How d'ye do, Fred ? — ( To 
Glossmore) By the by, Charles, don't you want to 
sell your house in Grosvenor-square ? — 12,000/., eh ? 

glossmore. 

Yes, and the furniture at a valuation. About 3000/. 
more. 

SMOOTH (looking over his pocketbook). 
Urn!— Well, we'll talk of it. 
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SIR JOHN. 

12 and 3—15,000/. What a cold-blooded rascal 
it is!— 15,000/., Smooth? 

SMOOTH. 

Oh, tiie house itself is a trifle, but the establish- 
ment — ^I 'm considering whether I have enough to keep 
it up, my dear John. 

OLD MEMBER. 

Waiter, the snuff-box ! (Scraping it rounds and with 
a wry face) — ^And it 's all gone ! (Gives it to the 
Waiter to Jill.) 

SIR JOHN (turning round). 
And it 's all gone ! 

EVELYN (starting up and laughing hysterically). 

Ha! ha! all gone? not a bit of it. Smooth, this 
club is so noisy. . Sir John, you are always in the way. 
Come to my house ! come ! Champagne and a broiled 
bone. Nothing venture, nothing have ! The luck must 
turn, and by Jupiter we '11 make a night of it ! 

SIR JOHN. 

A night of it ! ! ! For Heaven's sake; Evelyn ! 
Evelyn ! ! — ^think what you are about ! — ^think of 
Georgina's feelings ! — think of your poor lost mother ! — 
think of the babes unborn ! — ^think of — 

EVELYN. 

I '11 think of nothing ! Zounds ! — ^you don 't know 



H 
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what I have lost, man ; it 's all your fault, distracting 
my attention ! Pshaw — ^pshaw ! Out of the way, do ! 
Come, Smooth. Ha ! ha ! a night of it, my boy-r-a night 
of it ! [^Eiveunt Smooth and Evelyn. 

SIR JOHN (Jbllowing). 

You must not, you shall not! Evelyn, my dear 
Evelyn ! — ^he 's drunk — ^he 's mad ! Will no one send 
for the police ? 

MEMBERS. 

Ha! ha! ha! Poor old Stingy Jack ! 

OLD MEMBER {rising foT the first time, and in a 
great rage). 

Waiter, the snuff-box ! 



END OF ACT III. • 
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ACT IV- 

SCENE I. 

TAe Anteroom t» Evelyn'* house, as in Scene I. 
Act II. Tabouret, Macfinch, Frantz, and 
other tradesmen, 

TABOURET (half wMspers). 

So, I hear that Mr. Evelyn is turned gamester! 
There are strange reports about to-day — I don't know 
what to make of it ! We must look sharp, Mr. Mac- 
finch, we poor tradesmen, and make hay while the sun 
shines. 

^ MACFINCH. 

I wuish those geeming-houses were aw at the deevil ! 
— ^it 's a sheam and a sin for gentlemen to gang and ruin 
themselves, when we honest tradesmen could do it for 
them with sae muckle advantage to the arts and coum- 
merce o' the country ! 

\Omnes shake their heads approvingly. 

Enter Smooth from the inner room, with a pocJeetbook 
and pencil in his hand. 

smooth {looking r&und). 

Hum ! ha f Fine pictures I — {Feeling the curtains) 

h2 
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The new-fashioned velvet, hem! good-proportioned 
rooms ! Yes, this house is better than Glossmore's ! 
Oh, Mr. Tabouret, the upholsterer! you furnished 
these rooms ! AU of the best ? eh ! 

TABOURET. 

Oh ! the VERY best ! Mr. Evelyn is not a man to 
grudge expense. Sir ! 

SMOOTH. 

He is not indeed. You've been paid, I suppose. 
Tabouret? 

TABOURET. 

No, Sir, no — I never send in my bills when a cus- 
tomer is rich. (Aside) Bills are like trees, and grow 
by standing. 

SMOOTH. 

Humph! Not PAID? humph! 

[Omnes gather round. 

MACFINCH. 

I dinna like that hoomph, there 's something vara 
suspeecious abun' it. 

TABOURET (to the tradesmen). 

It 's the great card-pkyer. Captain Smooth — ^finest 
player in Europe — cleaned out the Duke of Silly Val. 
Uncommonly clever man ! 

SMOOTH {pacing about the room). 
Thirty-six feet by twenty-eight — Urn ! I think a 
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bow*window there would be an improvement: could 
it be done easily. Tabouret ? 

MACFINCH. 

If Mr. Evelyn wuishes to pool about his house, there's 
no mon like my friend Mr. MacStucco. 

SMOOTH. 

Evelyn? I was speaking of myself. Mr. Mac- 
Stucco ? — humph ! 

TABOURET. 

Yourself ? Have you bought the house, sir ? 

SMOOTH. 

Bought it ? — ^hum ! — ^ha ! — ^it depends — So you Ve 
not been paid yet?— um! Nor you — ^nor you — nor 
you ? Hum ? ah ! 

TABOURET. 

No, sir ! — ^what then ? No fear of Mr. Evelyn } 
Ha!ha! 

OMNES (anaiously). 
Ha! ha !— what then ? 

MACFINCH. 

Ah, sir, what then ? I 'm a puir mon with a family ; 
this way, Captain! YouVe a leetle account in the 
buiks ; an' we '11 ee'n wipe it out altogether, an you '11 
6ay what you mean by that Hoom ha ! 
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SMOOTH. 
Macfinch, my dear fellow, don't oblige me to cane 
you ; I would not have Mr. Evelyn distressed for the 
world. Poor fellow! he holds very bad cards. So 
you 've not been paid yet ? Don*t send in your bilk on 
any account — Mind ! Yes ; I don't dislike the house 
with some alteration. Good day to you — ^Hum ! ha ! 

[Eait, looJeing about him, examining the 
chairsy tables^ 8fc. 

TABOURET, 

Plain as a pikestaff ! — staked his very house on an 
odd trick ! 



SCENE II. 



The foregoing. — Enter Sharp from the inner room, 
agitated and in a hurry. ^ 

SHARP. 

O Lord ! O Lord ! — who 'd have thought it ? Cards 
are the deviVs book ! John ! — ^Thomas ! — Harris ! — 
(ringing the bell.) 

Enter Two Servants. 

Tom, take this letter to Sir John Vesey's. If not at 
home, find him— he will give you a cheque. Go .to 
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his banker's and get it cashed instantly. Quick— quick 
off with you ! 

TABOURET (seizing Servant). 

What 's the matter ? — ^what 's the matter ? How 's 
Mr. Evelyn ? 

SERVANT. 

Bad — ^very bad ! Sate up all night with Captain 
Smooth ! [Runs of. 

SHARP (to the other Servant). 

Yes, Harris, your poor master t O dear ! O dear ! 
You will take this note to the Belgian minister, Port- 
land-place. Passport for Ostend ! Have the travelling 
carriage ready at a moment's notice ! 

MACFINCH (stopping Servant). 

Passport ! Harkye, my mon ; is he gaun to pit the 
saut seas between us and the siller ? 

SERVANT. 

Don't stop me — something wrong in the chest — 
change of air — ^late hours — and Captain Smooth ! 

[Emt. 
SHARP (walking about). 

And if the bank should break! — if the bank is 
broke, and he can't draw out! — ^bound to Smooth ! 

TABOURET. 

Bank ! — ^what bank ? 
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SHARP. 

Flash's bank! Flash, brother-in-law to Captain 
Smooth ! What have ym heard ?--eh ? — eh ? 

TABOURET. 

That there's an awful run on it ! 

SHARP. 

I must be off. Go — go — you can't see Mr. Evelyn 
to-dayN^ 

TABOURET. 

My account. Sir ! 

MACFINCH. 

I 've a muckle bairns and a sma' bill ! 

FRANTZ. 

O Sare, de great gentlemen always tink first of de 
tailor! 

SHARP. 

Call again — call again at Christmas. The bank, 
the cards, — ^the cards, the bank ! O dear ! O dear ! 

\Ex%U 

TABOURET. 

The bank ! 

MACFINCH. 

The passport ! 

FRANTZ. 

And all dat vill be seen of de great Evelyn coat 
is de back of it Donner und hagel ! — I vil arrest 
him — I vil put de salt on de tail of it I 
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TABOURET (flStde). 

I '11 slip down to the city and see how the bank 
goes! 

MACFiNCH (aside). 

I '11 een gang to my coosin the la'yer. Nothing hut 
peetience for us, Mr. Tabouret. 

TABOURET. 

Ay:, ay, — stick by each other-^«faare and share alike 
— that's my way. Sir. 

OMNES. 

Share and share alike. [Eweunt. 



SCENE III. 
Enter Servant, Glossmore, and Blount. 

SERVANT. 

My master is not very well, my lord ; but I '11 let 
him know. [Eant. 

GLOSSBftORE. 

I 'm very curious to learn the result of his gambling 
tete-k-tete. 

BLOUNT. 

Oh, he's so howwidly wich, he can aflford even a 
tete-k-t^te with Deadly Smooth ! 
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OliOSSMORE. 

Poor old Stingy Jack : why, Georgina wa8 yew in- 
tended. 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; and I really liked the girl, though out of pique 
I pwoposed to her cousin. But what can a man do 
against money ? 

Enter Evelyn. 
If we could start fair, you 'd see whom Georgina would 
pwefer : but she 's sacwificed by her father ! She as 
much as told me so ! 

EVELYN. 

So, so, gentlemen, we *ve a little account to settle — 
one hundred each. 

BOTH. 

Don't talk of it. 

EVELYN. 

Well, I won't ! — (Taking Blount aside.) Ha! ha! 
you'd hardly believe it — ^but I'd rather not pay you just 
at present; my money is locked up, and I must wait, 
you know, for the -Groginhole rents. So I instead of 
owing you one hundred pounds, suppose I owe you. 
Jive ? You can give me a cheque for the other four. 
And, harkyel not a word to Glossmore. • 

BLOUNT. 

Glossmore ! the gweatest gossip in London ! I shall 
be delighted \-^— (Aside) It never does harm to lend to a 
wich man ; one gets it back somehow; By the way. 
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Evelyn, if you want my gwey cab-horse, you may have 
him for two hundred pounds, and that will make seven! 

EVELYN (aside). 
That 's the fashionable usury : your friend does not 
take interest — ^he sells you a horse. — {Aloud.) Blount, 
it's a bargain. 

BLOUNT {writing the cheque, and musingly). 
No ; I don't see what harm it can do me ; that off 
leg must end in a spavin, 

EVELYN {to GlOSSMORE). 

That hundred pounds I owe you is rather incon- 
venient at present ; I 've a large sum to make up for 
the Groginhole property — perhaps you would lend me 
four or five hundred more — just to go on with ? 

GL06SM0RE. 

Certainly ! Hopkins is dead : your interest for 
Cipher would; — 



EVELYN. 



Why, I can't promise that at this moment; But as 
a slight mark of friendship and gratitude, I shall be 
very much flattered if you '11 i^eept a spl^did grey 
cab-horse I bought to-day— cost two hupdred poun<ls ! 



GLOSSMOPE. 



Bought to-day ! — ^Ihen I 'm safe. My dear fellow ! 
you 're always so princely ! • ^ 
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EVELYN. 

Nonsense ! just write the cheque ; and^ harkye ! — 
not a syllable to Blount I 

OLOSSMORE. 

Blount ? He *s the town-crier ! (Goes to write.y 

BLOUNT (giving Evelyn the cheque). 
Wansom's, Pall-mall, 

EVELYN^ 

Thank you. So you proposed to Miss Douglas ! 

BLOUNT. 

Hang it ! yes ; I could have sworn that she fancied 
me ; her manner, for instance, that very day you pwo- 
posed for Miss Vesey,— otherwise Georgina— * 

EVELYN. 

Has only half what Miss Douglas has. 

BLOUNT. 

You forget how much Stingy Jack must have saved ! 
But I beg your pardon. 

EVELYN. 

Never mind ; but not a word to Sir John, or he '11 
fancy I *m ruined. 

GLOSSMORE {giving the cheque). 

Ransom's, Pall-mall. Tell me, did you win or lose 
last night ? 
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EVELYN. 

Win ! lose ! oh ! No more of that, if you-love me. 
I must send off at once to the banker's (looking at the 
two cheques). 

GLOSSMORE {aside). 
Why ! he 's borrowed from Blount, too ! 

BLOUNT (aside). 
That 's a draft from Lord Glossmore ! 

EVELYN. 

Excuse me ; I must dress ; I have not a moment to 
lose. You remember you dine with me to-day — seven 
o'clock. You'll meet Smooth. (JVith tears in his 
voice.) It may be the last time I shall ever welcome 

you here ! My what am I saying ? — Oh, merely 

a joke ! — good by — good by. 

[Shaking them heartily by the hand. Exit 
by the inner room. 

BLOUNT. 

Glossmore ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Blount! 

BLOUNT. 

I am afraid all *s not wight ! 

GLOSSMORE, 

I incline to your opinion ! 
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BW)UNT. 

But I Ve sold my gwey calv4)orse. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Grey cab-horse! you I What is he really worth 
now? 

BLOUNT. 

Smce he is sold, I will tell you — Not a sixpence ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Not a sixpence ! he gave it to me! 

[Evelyn at the door, giving direetions to a 
Servant in dumb show. 

BLOUNT. 

That was devilish unhandsome ! Do you know, I 
feel nervous ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Nervous ? Let us run and stop payment of our 
drafts. 

[Evelyn shuts the doWy and Servant runs 
across the stage. 

BLOUNT. 

Hollo, John ! where so fast ? 

SERVANT {in great haste). 

Beg pardon, Sir Frederick, to Pall-mall — Messrs. 
Ransom. [^Eijcit 
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BLOUNT (solenmly). 
Glossmore^ we are floored ! 



GLOSSMORE. 

Sir, the whole town shall know of it ! 



[Ea^eunt. 



SCENE IV. 
Enter Toke and other Servants. 

TOKE. 

Come, come, stir yourselves ! we Ve no tijne to lose. 
This room is to be got ready for the shawls. Mrs. 
Crump and the other ladies of our household are to 
wait here on the women before they go up to the 
drawing-room. Take away that desk t don't be lazy ! 
and give me the newspaper. 

[Toke seats himself; the Servants bustle 
about. 
Strange reports about my patron ! and the walley is 
gone for the passport ! 

Enter Frantz with a bundle. 

FRANTZ. 

Mr. Toke, my goot Mr, Toke, I 've brought you von 
leetel present. 

TOKE. 

John and Charles, vanish ! 

[Ea}eunt Servants. 
I scorns to corrupt them 'ere working classes ! 
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FRANTZ (producing a pair of smallclothes, which 
ToKE eocamines). 

Your master is von beggar ! He vants to run avay ; 
ve are all in de same vat-you-call-it — de same leetel 
nasty boat, Mr. Toke ! Just let my friend Mr. Clutch 
up through the area^ and I vill arrest him dis very 
day. 

TOKE. 

I accept the abridgments ; but you Ve forgotten to 
line the pockets ! 

FRANTZ. 

Blesh my soul, so I have ! {giving a note.) 

TORE. 

The area gate shall be left undefended. Do it 
quietly ; no chw, as the French say. 

FRANTZ. 

Goot Mr. Toke — to-morrow I vill line de oter 
pocket. [Exit. 

TORE. 

My patron does not give me satisfaction ! 
Enter Footman. 

FOOTMAN. 

What chandeliers are to be lighted, Mr. Toke ? — ^it 's 
getting late. 

TORE. 

Don't disturb me — I 'm rum-mynating ! — yes, yes, 
there 's no doubt of it 1 Charles, the area gate is open ? 
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FOOTMAN. 

And all the plate in the pantry ! I '11 run and — 

TOKE. 

Not a step ! leave it open. 

FOOTMAN. 

But— 

TOKE (with dignity). 
It 's for the sake of wentilation ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

A splendid Saloon in Evelyn** house. 
Evelyn, Graves. 

GRAVES. 

You've withdrawn your money from Flash and 
Brisk? 

EVELYN. 

No. 

GRAVES. 

No ! — then — 
Enter Sir John, Lady Franklin, and Georgina. 

SIR JOHN. 

You got the cheque for 500/. safely? — ^too happy 
to — 
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EVELYN (interrupting him). 

My best thanks ! — ^my wannest gratitude ! So kind 
in you ! so seasonable ! — ^that 500/. — ^you don't know 
the value of that 500/. I shall never forget your no- 
bleness of conduct. 

SIR JOHN. 

Gratitude ! Nobleness ! — (Aside.) I can 't have been 
taken in ? 

EVELYN. 

And in a moment of such distress ! 

SIR JOHN (aside). 

Such distress ! He picks out the ugliest words in the 
whole dictionary ! 

EVELYN. 

I 've done with Smooth. But I 'm still a little crip- 
pled, and you must do me another favour. I Ve only 
as yet paid the deposit of ten per cent, for the great 
Groginhole property, I am to pay the rest this week — 
nay, I fear, to-morrow. I Ve already sold out of the 
Funds; the money lies at the bankers', and of course 
I can 't touch it ; for if I don 't pay by a certain day, I 
forfeit the estate and the depofflt. 

SIR JOHN. 

Wbai 's coming now, I wonder ? 

EVELYN. 

Georgini^» fortune is 10,000/. I always meaat^ my 
dear Sir John, to present you with that little sum. 
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SIR JOHN. 

Oh, Evelyn ! your generosity is positively touching ! 
(w^es Ms eyes.) 

EVELYN. 

But the news of my losses has frightened my trades- 
men ! I have so many heavy debts at this moment 

that — ^that — that . But I see Georgina is listening, 

and I '11 say what I have to say to her. 

SIR JOHN. 

No, no — no no. Girls don't understand business ! 

EVELYN. 

The very reason I speak to her. This is an afiair, 
not of business, but oi feeling. Stout, show Sir John 
my Correggio. 

SIR JOHN {aside). 

Devil take his Correggio ! The man is born to tor- 
ment me ! 

EVELYN. 

My dear Georgina, whatever you may hear said of 
me, I flatter myself that you feel confidence in my 
honour. 

GEORGINA. 

Can you doubt it ? 

EVELYN. 

I coafess that I am embarrassed at this moment ; I 
have been weak enough to lose money at play, and there 

i2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



116 MONEY. [act IV. 

are other demands on me. I promise you never to 
gamble again as long as I live. My alBfairs can be 
retrieved, but for the first few years of our marriage it 
may be necessary to retrench. 

6EOR6INA. 

Retrench ! 

EVELYN. 

To live perhaps altogether in the country. 

GEORGINA. 

Altogether in the country ! 

EVELYN. 

To confine ourselves to a modest competence. 

GEORGINA. 

Modest competence ! I knew something horrid was 
coming ! 

EVELYN. 

And now, Georgina, you may have it in your power 
at this moment to save me from much anxiety and humi- 
liation. My money is locked up — ^my debts of honour 
must be settled — ^you are of age — your 10,000/. in your 
own hands 

SIR JOHN (Stout listening as well as Sir John). 

I 'm standing on hot iron ! 

EVELYN. 

If you could lend it to me for a few week s Y ou 
hesitate ! oh ! believe the honour of the man you 
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will call your husband before all the calumnies of the 
fools whom we call the world ! Can you give me this 
proof of your confidence ? Remember, without con- 
fidence, what is wedlock ? 

SIR JOHN (aside to her). 

No ! — {Aloudy pointing his glass at the Correggio) 
Yes, the picture may be fine. 

STOUT. 

But you don't like the subject ? 

GEORGiNA (aside). 
He may be only trying me ! Best leave it to papa. 

EVELYN. 

Well 

GEORGINA. 

You — you shall hear from me to-morrow. — (Aside.) 
Ah, there *s that dear Sir Frederick ! 

\Goes to Blount. 

Enter Glossmore and Smooth; Evelyn salutes theniy 
paying Smooth servile respect. 

LADY FRANKLIN (to GrAVES). 

Ha ! ha ! To be so disturbed yesterday, — was it not 
droll? 

GRAVES. 

Never recur to that humiliating topic ! 
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GLOSSMORE (to StOUT). 

See how Evelyn fawns upon Smooth ! 

STOUT. 

How mean in him ! Smooth — a professional gambler 
— a fellow who lives by his wits ! I would not know 
such a man on any account ! 

SMOOTH {to GlOSSMORE). 

So Hopkins is dead — ^you want Cipher to come in 
for Groginhole, eh ? 

GLOSSMORE. 

What ! — could you manage it ? 

SMOOTH. 

Ce cher Charles ! — ^anything to oblige ! 

STOUT. 

Groginhole ! What can he have to do with Grogin- 
hole ? Glossmore, present me to Smooth. 

GLOSSMORE. 

What! the gambler — the fellow who lives by his 
wits? 

STOUT. 

Why, his wits seem to be an uncommonly productive 
capital ! I 'U btroduce myself. How d' ye do. Cap- 
tain Smooth ? We have met at the club, I think, — I 
am charmed to make your acquaintance in private. I 
say, Sir, what do you think of the aflFairs of the nation ? 
Bad ! very bad ! — no enlightenment ! — great fall off in 
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the revenue ! — no knowledge of finance ! There 's only 
one man who can save the country and that's 

POPKINS ! 

SMOOTH. 

Is he in parliament, Mr. Stout ? What 's your 
Christian name, by the by ? 

STOUT. 

Benjamin. — No ; constituencies are so ignorant, they 
don 't understand his value. He 's no orator : in fact, 
he stammers so much — but devilish profound. Could 
not we ensure him for Groginhole ? 

SMOOTH. 

My dear Benjamin, it's a thing to be thought on. 

EVELYN {advancing). 

My friends — pray be seated ; — I wish to consult you. 
This day twelvemonths I succeeded to an immense in- 
come, and as, by a happy coincidence, on the same 
day I secured your esteem, so now I wish to ask you if 
you think^ I could have spent that income in a way 
more worthy your good opinion. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Impossible ! excellent taste — beautiful house ! 

BLOUNT. 

Vewy good horses — {aside to Glossmore) especi- 
ally the gwey cab ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Splendid pictures ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



120 MONEY. [act IV* 

GRAVES. 

And a magnificent cook> ma'am f 

SMOOTH (thrusting his hands in his pockets). 

It 's my opinion, Alfred — ^and I'm a judge — ^that you 
could not have spent your money better ! 

OMNEs (concept Sir John). 
Very true ! 

EVELYN. 

What say yow, Sir John? You may think me a 
little extravagant ; but you know that in this world the 
only way to show oneself thoroughly respectable is to 
make a thoroughly respectable show. 

SIR JOHN. 

Certainly — certainly ! — No, you could not have done 
better. — (Aside) I don't know what to make of it. 

GEORGINA. 

Certainly. — (Coacoingly.) Don't retrench, my dear 
Alfred ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Retrench ! nothing so plebeian ! 

STOUT. 

Plebeian, sir! — ^worse than plebeian! — ^it is against 
all the rules of public morality. Eveiy one knows, now- 
^-days, that extravagance is a benefit to the population 
— encourages art — employs labour — and multiplies 
spinning-jennies. 
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EVELYN. 

You reassure me ! — I own I did think that a man 
worthy of friends so sincere might have done something 
better than feast — dress — drink — ^play — 

GLOSSMORE. 

Nonsense ! — we like you the better for it. — (Aside.) 
I wish I had my 600/. back, though. 

EVELYN. 

And you are as much my friends now as when you 
oflFered me 10/. for my old nurse. 

SIR JOHN. 

A thousand times more so, my dear boy ! 

l^Omnes approve. 

Enter Sharp. 

SMOOTH. 

But who 's our new friend ? 

EVELYN. 

Who ! the very man who first announced to me the 
wealth which you allow I have spent so well. But 
what 's the matter. Sharp ? 

SHARP (whispering Evelyn), 

EVELYN (aloud). 
The bank 's broke ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Broke ! — what bank ? 
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BYELTN. 

Flashy Brisk, and Co. 

GLOSSMORE {to SmOOTH). 

And Flash was your brother-in-law. I'm very 
sorry. 

SMOOTH {taking 9nuff). 
Not at all, Charles, — I did not bank there. 

SIR JOHN. 

But I warned you — ^you withdrew ? 

EVELYN. 

Alas ! no ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh ! — Not much in their hands ? 

EVELYN. 

Why, I told you the purchase-money for Groginhole 
was at my bankers' ^But no, no : don't look so fright- 
ened ! It was not placed with Flash — ^it is at Hoare's 
— it is, indeed. Nay, I assure you it is ! A mere 
trifle at Flash's — ^upon my word, now! To-morrow, 
Sharp, we '11 talk of this ! One day more — one day, at 
least, for enjoyment ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Oh ! a pretty enjoyment ! 

BLOUNT. 

And he borrowed 700/. of me! 
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GLOSSMORE. 



And 600/. of me! 
And 600/. of me! 



SIR JOHN. 



STOUT. 

Oh ! a regular Jeremy Diddler! 

SMOOTH (to Sir John). 

John, do you know, I think I would take a hand- 
some offer for this house just as it stands — furniture, 
plate, pictures, books, bronzes, and statues ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Powers above ! 

STOUT {to Sir John). 

I say, you have placed your daughter in a very unsafe 
investment. What then ? — ^a daughter 's like any other 
capital — ^transfer the stock in hand to f other speculation. 

SIR JOHN {going to Georgina). 

Ha ! I 'm afraid we 've been very rude to Sir Fre- 
derick. A monstrous fine young man ! 

Enter Tore. 
TORE {to Evelyn). 

Sir, I beg your pardon, but Mr. Macfinch insists on 
my giving you this letter instantly. 

EVELYN {reading). 
How ! Sir John, this fellow, Macfinch, has heard of 
my misfortunes, and insists on being paid ; — a lawyer's 
letter — quite insolent ! 
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TOKE. 

And, Sir, Mr. Tabouret is below, and declares he 
won't stir till he 's paid. 

EVELYN. 

Won't stir till he 's paid ! What's to be done, Sir 
John? — Smooth, what is to be done ? 

SMOOTH. 

If he won't stir till he *s paid, make him up a bed, 
and I '11 take him in the inventory as one of the fixtures, 
Alfred ! 

EVELYN. 

It is very well for you to joke, Mr. Smooth. But — 

Enter SheriflF's-Officer, giving a paper to Evelyn, 
and whispering. 

EVELYN. 

What 's this ? Frantz, the^tailor. Why, you im- 
pudent scoundrel! Faith! this is more than I bar- 
gained for — Sir John, I 'm arrested. 

STOUT (slapping Sir John on the back with glee). 

He 's arrested, old gentleman ! But I didn't lend 
him a farthing. 

EVELYN. 

And for a mere song — 150/.! Sir John, pay this 
fellow, will you? or bail me, or something, — while we 
go to dinner ! 
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SIR JOHN. 

Pay—bail— I'll be d d if I do !— Oh, my 600/. ! 

my 500/. I Mr. Alfred Evelyn, I want my 500/. ! 

GRAVES. 

I m going to do a very silly thing — I shall lose both 
my friend and my money ; — ^just like my luck ! — Eve- 
lyn, go to dinner — 1 11 settle this for you. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

I love you for that ! 

GRAVES. 

Do you ? then I am the happiest — Ah ! ma'am, I 
don't know what I am saying ! 

[EiVeunt Graves and Officer. 

EVELYN (to GeORGINA). 

Don't go by these appearances! I repeat, 10,000/. 
will more than cover all my embarrassments. I shall 
hear from you to-morrow ? 

GEORGINA. 

Yes — yes! 

EVELYN. 

But you 're not going ? — You, too, Glossmore ? — you, 
Blount ? — you. Stout ? — you, Smooth ? 

SMOOTH. 

No ; 1 11 stick by you — as long as you 've a guinea to 
stake ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Oh, this might have been expected from a man of 
such ambiguous political opinions I 
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STOUT. 

Don't stop me. Sir, No man of common enlighten- 
ment would have squandered his substance in this way. 
Pictures and statues ! — ^baugh ! 

EVELYN. 

Why, you all said I could not spend my money better f 
Ha! ha! ha! — ^the absurdest mistake! — ^you don't fancy 
I 'm going to prison? — Ha! ha ! — ^Why don't you laugh. 
Sir John?— Ha! ha! ha! 

SIR JOHN. 

Sir, this horrible levity ! — ^Take Sir Frederick's arm, 
my poor injured, innocent child! — Mr. Evelyn, after 
this extraordinary scene, you can't be surprised that I — 
I — Zounds ! I 'm suffocating ! 

SMOOTH. 

But, my dear John, they 've no right to arrest the 
dinner! 

STOUT (aside). 

But the election at Groginhole is to-morrow. This 
news may not arrive before the poll closes ! — (rushing 
to Evelyn) Sir, Popkins never bribes: but Popkins 
will bet you 1000/. that he don't come in for Groginhole. 

GLOSSMORE. 

This is infamous, Mr. Stout ! Cipher is a man who 
scorns every subterfiige ! — (aside to Evelyn) But, for 
the sake of the Constitution, name your price. 

EVELYN. 

I know the services o£ Cipher — I know the profundity 
of Popkins : but it 's too late — the borough *s engaged ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



scEiTE v.] money: 127 

TORE. 

Dinner is served. 

GLOSSMORE (pausing). 
Dinner ! 

STOUT. 

Dinner !— it 's a very good smell ! 

EVELYN (to Sir John). 

Turtle and venison too ! 

• [ The^/ stop irresolute. 

EVELYN. 

That's right— come along. But, I say, Blount — 
Stout — Glossmore — Sir John — one word first : will you 
lend me 10/. for my old nurse ? 

[Eopeunt amnes, indignantly. 

SMOOTH and EVELYN. 

Ha! ha! ha! 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

*****'* Club; Smooth, Glossmore — other 
Members, 

GLOSSMORE. 

Will his horses be sold, think you ? 

SMOOTH, 

Very possibly, Charles! — a fine stud — ^hum! ha! 
Waiter, a glass of ^sherry ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

They say he must go abroad ! 

SMOOTH. 

Well ! it 's the best time of year for travelling, 
Charles. 

GLOSSMORE. 

We are all to be paid to-day ; and that looks suspi- 
cious ! 

SMOOTH. 

Very suspicious, Charles ! Hum ! — ah ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

My dear fellow, you must know the rights of the 
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matter: I wish you'd speak out. What have you 
really won ? Is the house itself gone ? 

SMOOTH. 

The house itself is certainly not gone, Charles, for I 
saw it exactly in the same place this morning at half 
past ten — it has not moved an inch ! 

[Waiter gives a letter to Glossmore. 
GLOSSMORE {reading). 

From Groginhole — an express ! What 's this ? I 'm 
amazed ! ! ! {Reading) " They Ve actually at the 
eleventh hour started Mr. Evelyn ; and nobody knows 
what his politics are ! We shall be heat ! — ^the consti- 
tution is gone ! — Cipher !" Oh ! this is infamous in 
Evelyn ! Gets into parliament just to keep himself 
out of the Bench. 

SMOOTH. 

He 's capable of it ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

Not a doubt of it. Sir ! — not a doubt of it ! 
Enter Sir John and Blount, talking. 

SIR JOHN. 

My dear boy, I 'm not flint ! I am but a man ! 
if Georgina really loves you — and I am sure that she 
does — I vidll never think of sacrificing her happiness 
to ambition — she is yours; I told her so this very 
morning. 

K 
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BLOUNT. 
The old humbug ! 

SIR JOHN. 

She 's the best of daughters ! — ^the most obedient art- 
less creature ! Oh ! she 's been properly brought up : 
a good daughter makes a good wife. Dine with me at 
seven, and we '11 talk of the settlements. 

BLOUNT. 

Yes ; I don't care for fortune ; but — 

SIR JOHN. 

Her 10,000/. will be settled on herself— that of 
course. 

BLOUNT. 

^// of it. Sir? Weallyl— 

SIR JOHN. 

What then, my dear boy? I shall leave you 
both all I 've laid by. Ah ! you know I 'm a close 
fellow ! " Stmgy Jack"— eh ? After all, worth 
makes the man ! 

SMOOTH. 

And the more a man's worth, John, the worthier 
man he must be ! [Exit. 

BLOUNT (aside). 

Yes ; he has no other child ! She must have all his 
savings ; I don't see what harm it could do me. Still 
that 10,000/.— I want that 10,000/. : if she would but 
run off now, one could get rid of the settlements. 
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Enter Stout (wiping his forehead), and takes SiE 
John aside. 

STOUT. 

Sir John, we Ve been played upon ! My secretary 
is brother to Flash's head clerk ; Evelyn had not 300L 
in the bank ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Bless us and save us ! you take away my breath ! 
But then — ^Deadly Smooth — ^the arrest — ^the — oh, he 
must be done up ! 

STOUT. 

As to Smooh, he 'd " do anything to oblige." All a 
trick, depend on it ! Smooth has already deceived me, 
for before the day 's over Evelyn will be member for 
Groginhole. I 've had an express from Popkins ; he 's 
in despair ! not for himself- — ^but for the country y Sir 
John — what 's to become of the country ? 

SIR JOHN. 

But what could be Evelyn's object f 

STOUT. 

Object ? Do you look for an object in a whimsical 
creature like that ? A man who has not even any 
political opinions ! Object! Perhaps to break off his 
match with your daughter ! Take care. Sir John, or 
the borough will be lost to your family ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Aha ! I begin to smell a rat ! But it 's not too late 
yet. 

K 2 
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STOUT. 

My interest in Popkins made me run to Lord Spend- 
quick, the late proprietor of Groginhole. I told him 
that Evelyn could not pay the rest of the money ; and 
he told me that — 

SIR JOHN. 

What? 

STOUT. 

Mr. Sharp had just paid it him ; there's no hope far 
Popkins ! England will rue this day ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Georgtna shall lend him the money! /7/ lend 
him — every man in my house shall lend him — I feel 
again what it is to be a father-in-law ! But stop ; I '11 
be cautious. Stout may be on his side — a trap — not 
likely; but I'll go first to Spendquick myself. Sir 
Frederick, excuse me — ^you can't dine with me to-day. 
And, on second thoughts, I see that it would be very 
unhandsome to desert poor Evelyn now he 's down in 
the world. Can't think of it, my dear boy — can't think 
of it. Very much honoured, and happy to see you as 
a friend. Waiter ! my carriage ! Um ! What, hum- 
bug Stingy Jack, will they ? Ah ! a good joke, in- 
deed ! [Exit. 

BLOUNT. 

Mr. Stout, what have you been saying to Sir John 2 
Something against my character ; I know you have ; 
don't deny it. Sir, I shall expect satisfaction ! 
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STOUT. 

Satisfaction, Sir Frederick ? as if a man of enlight- 
enment had any satisfaction in fighting ! Did not 
mention your name; we were talking of Evelyn. 
Only think ! — ^he 's no more ruined than you are, 

BLOUNT* 

Not wuined ? Aha, now I understand ! — So, so ! Stay, 
let me see — she *s to meet me in the square ! (jpulh out 
his watch ; a very small one.) 

STOUT {pulling out his own ; a very large one) , 
I must be oflF to the vestry. 

BLOUNT. 

Just in time ! — ^ten thousand pounds ! Gad, my 
blood 's up, and I won't be tweated in this way, if he 
were fifty times Stingy Jack ! [Eadt» 



SCENE II. 



The drawing-rooms in Sir John Vesey*« house. 
Lady Franklin, Graves. 

GRAVES* 

Well, well, I am certain that poor Evelyn loves 
Clara still : but you can't persuade me that she 
cares for him. 
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LADY PRANKLIN. 

She has been breaking her heart ever since tshe 

heard of his distress. Nay, I am sure she would give 

all she has could it save him from the consequences of 

his own folly. 

GRAVES (half aside). 

She would only give him his own money, if she did. 

I should like just to sound her. 

LADY FRANKLIN {ringing the belt)^ 

And you shall. I take so much interest in her that 
I forgive your friend everything but his offer to 
Georgina. 

Enter Servant. 
Where are tiie yoimg ladies ? 

SERVANT. 

, IMOss Vesey is, I believe, still in the square : Miss 
Douglas is just come in, my lady. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

What, did not she go out with Miss Vesey ? 

SERVANT. 

No, my lady ; I attended her to Drummond's, the 
banker. [Eoeit 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Drummond's ! 

Enter Clara. 

Why, child, what on earth could take you to Drum- 
mond's at this hour of the day ? 

CLARA {confused). 
Oh, I ^that is — I — Ah, Mr. Graves ! How is 
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Mr. Evelyn ? How does ^e bear up against so sudden 
a reverse? 

GRAVES. 

With an awful calm. I fear all is not right here ! 
{touching his head.) — ^The report in the town is, that 
he must gO abroad instantly — ^perhaps to-day ! 

CLARA. 

Abroad ! — ^to-day !* 

GRAVES. 

But all his creditors will be paid ; and he only seems 
anxious to know if Miss Vesey remains true in his 
misfortimes. 

€LARA. 

Ah ! he loves her so mueh, then ! 

GRAVES. 

Um ! — ^That 's more than I can say. 

CLARA. 

She told me, last night, that he said to the last that 
10,000Z. would free him from all his liabilities — ^that 
was the sum, was it not ? 

GRAVES, 

Yes ; he persists in the same assertion. Will Miss 
Vesey lend it ? 

LADY FRANKLIN {aside). 

If she does I shall not think so well of her poor 
dear mother ; for I ^n sure she 'd be no child of Sir 
John's ! 
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GRAVES. 

I should like to convince myself that my poor friend 
has nothing to hope from a woman's generosity. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Civil ! And are men, then, less covetous ? 

GRAVES. 

I know one man, at least, who, rejected in his poverty 
by one as poor as himself, no sooner came into a sudden 
fortune than he made his lawyer invent a codicil which 
the testator never dreamt of, bequeathing independence 
to the woman who had scorned him. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

And never told her ? 

GRAVES. 

Never! There's no such docimient at Doctors' 
Commons, depend on it ! You seem incredulous. Miss 
Clara ! Good day ! 

CLARA {following him). 

One word, for mercy's sake ! Do I understand you 
right? Ah, how could I be so blind! Generous 
Evelyn ! 

GRAVES. 

You appreciate, and Georgina will desert him. Miss 

Douglas, he loves you still. If that's not just like 

me ! Meddling with other people's affairs, as if they 
were worth it — hang them ! [JSTorif. 
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CLARA. 

Georgina will desert him. Do you think so ? — 
{Aside.) Ah, he will soon discover that she never 
wrote that letter ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

She told me, last night, that she would never see him 
again. To do her justice, she's less interested than 
her father, — ^and as much attached as she can be to 
another. Even while engaged to Evelyn she has met 
Sir Frederick every day in the square. 

CLARA. 

And he is alone — sad — ^forsaken — ruined. And I, 
whom he enriched — I, the creature of his bounty — I, 
once the woman of his love — I stand idly here to con- 
tent myself with tears and prayers 1 Oh, Lady Frank- 
lin, have pity on me — on him ! We are both of kin 
to him — as relations we have both a right to comfort ! 
Let us go to him — come t 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

No ! it would scarcely be right — remember the 
world — I cannot. 

CLARA. 

All abandon him— then I wiU go alone 1 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You ! — so proud — so sensitive ! 

CLARA. 

Pride — ^when he wants a friend ? 
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LADY FRANKLIN. 

His misfortunes are his own fault— a gambler ! 

CLARA. 

Can you think of his faults now ? / have no right 
to do so. All I have — ^all — ^his gift ! — and I never to 
have dreamt it ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

But if Georgina do indeed release him — if she has 
already done so — what will he think ? What but — 

CLARA. 

What but — ^that, if he love me still, I may have 
enough for both, and I am by his side! But that 
is too bright a dream. He told me I might call him 

brother ! Where, now, should a sister be ? But — 

but — ^I — ^I — I tremble ! If, after all — ^if — ^if — In one 
word — Am I too bold? The world — ^my conscience 
can answer that — ^but do you think that he could 
despise me ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

No, Clara, no ! Your fair soul is too transparent 
for even libertines to misconstrue. Something tells me 
that this meeting may make the happiness of both ! 
You cannot go alone. My presence justifies all. Give 
me your hand — ^we wiU go together ! 

[Eneeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
A room in Evelyn** house. 

EVELYN. 

Yes ; as yet, all surpasses ray expectations. I am sure 
of Smooth — I have managed even Sharp ; my election 
will seem but an escape from a prison. Ha ! ha ! True, 
it cannot last long ; but a few hours more are all I 
require, and for that time at least I shall hope to be 

thoroughly ruined. 

Enter Graves. 
Well, Graves, and what do people say of me ? 

GRAVES. 

Everything that's bad ! 

EVELYN. 

Three days ago I was universally respected. I awake 
this morning to find myself singularly infamous. Yet 
I 'm the same man. 

GRAVES. 

Humph ! why gambling 

EVELYN. 

Cant ! it was not criminal to gamble — ^it was criminal 
to lose. Tut ! — ^will you deny that, if I had ruined 
Smooth instead of myself, every hand would have 
grasped mine yet more cordially, and every lip would 
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have smiled congratulation on my success ? Man — 
Man ! I've not been rich and poor for nothing ! The 
Vices and the Virtues are written in a language the 
World cannot construe ; it reads them in a vile trans- 
lation^ and the translators are — Failure and Success ! 
You alone are unchanged. 

GRAVES. 

There's no merit in that. I am always ready to 
mingle my tears with any man. (Aside) I know I *m 
a fool, but I can 't help it. Hark ye, Evelyn ! I like you 
— I 'm rich ; and anything I can do to get you out of your 
hobble will give me an excuse to grumble for the rest 
of my life. There, now it 's out. 

EVELYN (touched). 

There *s something good in human nature after all! 
My dear friend, did I want your aid I would accept it, 
but I can extricate myself yet. Do you think Creorgina 
will give me the same proof of confidence and afiec- 
tion? 

GRAVES. 

Would you break your heart if she did not ? 

EVELYN. 

It is in vain to deny that I still love Clara ; our last 
conversation renewed feelings which would task all the 
energies of my soul to conquer. What then? I am not 
one of those, the Sybarites of sentiment, who deem it 
impossible for humanity to conquer love — ^who call 
their own weakness the voice of a resistless destiny. 
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Such is the poor excuse of every woman who yields her 
honour^ of every adulterer who betrays his friend. No ! 
the heart was given to the soul as its ally, not as its 
traitor. 

GRAVES. 

What do you tend to ? 

EVELYN. 

This: — If Georgina still adheres to my fortunes 
(and I will not put her to too harsh a trial), if she can 
face the prospect, not of ruin and poverty, for reports 
wrong me there, but of a moderate independence ; if, 
in one word, she love me for myself, I will shut Clara 
for ever from my thought. I am pledged to Georgina, 
and I will carry to the altar a soul resolute to deserve 
her affection and fulfil its vows. 

GRAVES. 

And if she reject you ? 

EVELYN (Joyfully). 

If she do I am free once more ! And then — ^then I 
will dare to ask, for I can ask without dishonour, if 
Clara can explain the past and bless the future ! 

Enter Servant with d letter. 

EVELYN (after reading it). 

The die is cast— the dream is over ! Generous girl. 
Oh, Georgina ! I will deserve you yet. 

GRAVES. 

Georgina, is it possible ? 
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EVELYN. 

And the delicacy, the womanhood, the exquisite 
grace of this ! How we misjudge the depth of the 
human heart ! How, seeing the straws on the surface, 
we forget that the pearls may lie hid below!* I 
imagined her incapable of this devotion. 

GRAVES. 

And / too ! 

EVELYN. 

It were base in me to continue this tml a moment 
longer : I will write at once to undeceive that generous 
heart (writing). 

GRAVES. 

I would have given 1000/. if that little jade Clara 
had been beforehand : but just like my luck ! if I want 
a man to marry one woman, he 's sure to marry another 
on purpose to vex me ! [Evelyn rings the bell. 

Enter Servant. 

EVELYN. 

Take this instantly to Miss Vesey ; say I will call in 
an hour. (Eneit Servant.) And now Clara is resigned 
for ever ! Why does my heart sink within me ? Why, 
why, looking to the fate to come, do I see only the me- 
mory of what has been ? 

GRAVES. 

You are re-engaged then to Georgina ! 

EVELYN, 

Irrevocably. 

* " Errors, like straws," &c. 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Servant, announcing Lady Franklin and 
Miss Douglas. Evelyn, Graves. 

lady franklin. 
My dear Evelyn, you may think it strange to receive 
such visitors at this moment ; but, indeed, it is no time 
for ceremony. We are your relations-^it is reported 
you are about to leave the country — we come to ask 
frankly what we can do to serve you ? 

EVELYN. 

Madam — I 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Come, come — do not hesitate to confide in us ; Clara 
is less a stranger to you than I am : your friend here 
will perhaps let me consult with him. — {Aside to 
Graves.) Let us leave them to themselves. 

GRAVES. 

You 're an angel of a widow ; but you come too late, 
as whatever is good for anything generally does. 

[ They retire into the inner room, which should 
he partially open. 

EVELYN. 

Miss Douglas, I may well want words to thank you ; 
this goodness — ^this sympathy — 

CLARA (abandoning herself to her emotion). 

Evelyn ! Evelyn ! Do not talk thus ! — Goodness ! 
sympathy ! — I have learned all — all! It is for me to 
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speak of gratitude! What! even when I had so 
wounded you — ^when you believed me mercenary and 
cold — when you thought that I was blind and base 
enough not to know you for what you are ; — even at that 
time you thought but of my happiness — my fortunes — 
my fate ! — ^And to you — ^you — I owe all that has raised 
the poor orphan from servitude and dependence ! While 
your words were so bitter, your deeds so gentle ! Oh, 
noble Evelyn, this, then, was your revenge ! 

EVELYN. 

You owe me no thanks; that revenge was sweet! 
Think you it was nothing to feel that my presence 
haunted you, though you knew it not ? — ^that in things, 
the pettiest as the greatest, which that gold could buy 
— ^the very jewels you wore — the very robe in which, to 
other eyes, you might seem more fair — in all in which 
you took the woman's young and innocent delight — I 
had a part — ^a share ? that even if separated for ever — 
even if another's — even in distant years — perhaps in 
a happy home, listening to sweet voices, that might 
call you " mother l" — even then should the uses of that 
dross bring to your lips one smile — that smile was 
mine — due to me— due, as a sacred debt, to the hand 
that you rejected — ^to the love that you despised ! 

CLARA. 

Despised ! See the proof that I despised you f-— see : 
in this hour, when they say you are again as poor as 
before, I forget the world — my pride — perhaps too 
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much my sex : I remember but your sorrow — I am 
here ! 

EVELYN (aside). 

O, Heaven ! give me strength to bear it ! — (Aloud.) 

And is this the same voice that, when I knelt at your 

feet — when I asked but one day the hope to call you 

mine — spoke only of poverty, and answered, " Never V 

CLARA. 

Because I had been unworthy of your love if I had 
ensured your misery. Evelyn, hear me ! My father, 
like you, was poor — generous ; gifted, like you, with 
genius — ^ambition; sensitive, like you, to the least 
breath of insult. He married, as you would have done 
— ^married one whose only dower was penury and care ! 
Alfred, I saw that genius the curse to itself! — I saw 
that ambition wither to despair ! — I saw the struggle — 
the humiliation — ^the proud man's agony — ^the bitter 
life — ^the early death ! — and heard over his breathless 
clay my mother's groan of self-reproach ! Alfred 
Evelyn, now speak ! Was the woman you loved so 
nobly to repay you with such a doom ? 

EVELYN. 

Clara, we should have shared it ! 

CLARA. 

Shared? Never let the woman who really loves 
comfort her selfishness with such delusion ! In mar- 
riages like this the wife cannot share the burden ; it is 
he — the husband — ^to provide, to scheme, to work, to 

L 
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endure — to grind out his strong heart at the miserable 
wheel ! The wife, alas, cannot share the struggle — she 
can but witness the despair ! And, therefore, Alfred, I 
rejected you. 

EVELYN. 

Yet you believe me as poor now as I was then. 

CLARA. 

But / am not poor ; we are not so poor ! Of this 
fortune, which is all your own — if, as I hear, one-half 
would free you from your debts, why, we have the other 
half still left, Evelyn ! It is humble — ^but it is not 
penury. 

EVELYN. 

Cease, cease — you know not how you torture me. 
Oh, that when hope was possible !— oh, that you had 
bid me take it to my breast and wait for a brighter day! 

CLARA. 

And so have consumed your life of life upon a hope 
perhaps delayed till age — shut you from a happier 
choice, from fairer fortunes — shackled you with vows 
that, as my youth and its poor attributes decayed, would 
only have irritated and galled — ^made your whole exist- 
ence one long suspence ! No, Alfred, even yet you do 
not know me ! 

EVELYN. 

Know you! Fair angel, too excellent for man's 
harder nature to understand ! — ^at least it is permitted 
me to revere. Why were such blessed words not vouch- 
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safed to me before ? — ^why, why come they now — ^too 
late? CMi, Heaven — ^toolate! 

CLARA. 

Too late ! What, then, have I said ? 

EVELYN. 

Wealth ! what is it without you ? With you, I re- 
cognise its power ; to forestall your every wish — ^to 
smooth your every path — to make all that life borrows 
from Grace aad Beauty your ministrant and handmaid ; 
and then, looking to those eyes, to read there the trea- 
sures of a heart that excelled all that kings could 
lavish ; — why that were to make gold indeed a god ! 
But vain — ^vain-^vain ! Bound by every tie of faith, 
gratitude, loyalty, and honour, to another ! 

CLARA. 

Another ! Is she, then, true to your reverses ? I did 
not know this — ^indeed, I did not ! And I have thus 
betrayed myself ! O, shame ! he must despise me now ! 



SCENE V. 

The foregoing. — Enter Sir John ; at the same time 
Graves and Lady Franklin advance from the 
inner roam. 

SIR JOHN {with dignity and frankness). 

Evelyn, I was hasty yesterday. You must own it 
natural that I should be so. But Georgina has been 

so urgent in your defence, that {as I^ady Franklin 

comes up to listen) Sister, just shut the door, will you ? 

L 2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



148 MONEY. [actv. 

-that I cannot resist her. What *s money with- 



out happiness ? So give me your security ; for she 
insists on lending you the 10,000/. 

EVELYN. 

I know ; and have already received it. 

SIR JOHN. 

Already received it ! Is he joking ? Faith, for the 
last two days I believe I have been living amongst the 
Mysteries of Udolpho ! Sister, have you seen Georgina ? 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Not since she went out to walk in the square. 
SIR JOHN (aside). 

She 's not in the square nor the house-— where the 
deuce can the girl be ? 

EVELYN. 

I have written to Miss Vesey — I have asked her to 
fix the day for our wedding. 

SIR JOHN (joyfully). 

Have you ? Go, Lady Franklin, find her instantly 
— she must be back by this time: take my carriage, it 
is but a step — you won't be two minutes gone. — 
(Aside) I *d go myself, but I 'm afraid of leaving him 
a moment while he *s in such excellent dispositions. 

LADY FRANKLIN (repulsiug ClARA). 

No, no : stay till I return. [Etvit 
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SIR JOHN. 

And don't be downhearted, my dear fellow ; if the 
worst come to the worst, you will have everything I 
can leave you. Meantime, if I can in any way help 
you 

EVELYN. 

Ha ! — you ! — y ow, too ? Sir John, you have seen 
my letter to Miss Vesey? (aside) or could she have 
learned the truth before she ventured to be generous? 

SIR JOHN. 

No ; on my honour. I only just called at the door 

bn my way from Lord Spend that is, from the 

City. Georgina was out ; — was ever anything so 
unlucky ? — (TVithout) [Hurrah — ^hurrah ! Blue for 
ever!]— What's that? 

Enter Sharp. 

SHARP. 

Sir, a Deputation from Groginhole — poll closed in 
the first hour — ^you are returned ! Hollow, Sir — 
hollow ! 

EVELYN. 

And it was to please Clara ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Mr, Sharp, — Mr. Sharp, — ^I say, how much has 
Mr. Evelyn lost by Messrs. Flash and Co. 

SHARP. 

Oh, a great deal. Sir, — a great deal. 

SIR JOHN (alarmed). 
How ! — ^a great deal ! 
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EVELYN. 

Speak the truth. Sharp, — concealment is all over. 

SHARP. 

223/. 6^. 3d. — ^a great sum to throw away. 

GRAVES. 

Ah, I comprehend now ! Poor Eveljrn, caught in 
his own trap ! 

SIR JOHN. 

Eh! what, my dear boy? — ^what? Ha! ha! all 
humbug, was it ? — all humbug, upon my soul ! So, 
Mr. Sharp, isn't he ruined after all ? — ^not the least, 
wee, rascally, little bit in the world, ruined ? 

SHARP. 

Sir, he has never even lived up to his income. 

SIR JOHN. 

Worthy man! I could jump up to the ceiling ! I 
am the happiest father-in-law in the three kingdoms. — 
And that 's my sister's knock too. 

CLARA. 

Since I was mistaken, cousin, — since, now, you do 
not need me, — forget what has passed ; my business 
here is over. Farewell ! 

EVELYN. 

Could you but see my heart at this moment, with 
what love, what veneration, what anguish it is filled, 
you would know how little, in the great calamities of 
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life, fortune is really worth. And must we part now, 

— now^ when — when 1 never wept before, since my 

mother died ! 

Enter Lady Franklin and Georgina, followed by 
Blount, who looks shy and embarrassed, 

GRAVES, 

Georgina herself — ^then there 's no hope. 

SIR JOHN. 

What the deuce brings that fellow Blount here ? — 
Georgy, my dear Georgy, I want to 

EVELYN. 

Stand back. Sir John. 

SIR JOHN. 

But I must speak a word to her — I want to 

EVELYN. 

Stand back, I say,-— not a whisper — not a sign. If 
your daughter is to be my wife, to her heart only will 
I look for a reply to mine. 

LADY FRANKLIN (tO GeORGINA). 

Speak the truth, niece. 

EVELYN. 

Georgina, it is true, then, that you trust me with 
your confidence — ^your fortune. Is it also true that, 
when you did so, you believed me ruined ? O, 
pardon the doubt ! Answer as if your father stood not 
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there — ^answer me from that truth the world cannot yet 
have plucked from your soul — ^answer as if the woe or 
weal of a life trembled in the balance — answer as the 
woman's heart, yet virgin and unpolluted, should answa* 
to one who has trusted to it his all ! 

6E0R6INA. 

What can he mean ? 

SIR JOHN (making signs). 

She won't look this way, she won t ! — hang her ! 
—Hem ! 

EVELYN. 

You falter. I implore — I adjure you — ^answer ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

The truth ! 

6E0R6INA. 

Mr. Evelyn ; your fortune might well dazzle me, as 
it dazzled others. Believe me, I sincerely pity your 
reverses. 

SIR JOHN. 

Good girl : you hear her, Evelyn ? 

6E0R6INA. 

What 's money without happiness ? 

SIR JOHN. 

Clever creature ! — noble sentiment ! 
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6E0R6INA. 

And, so, as our engagement is now annulled, — ^papa 
told me so this very morning, — I have promised my 
hand where I have given my heart — ^to Sir Frederick 
Blount. 

SIR JOHN. 

I told you, — I? No such thing — ^no such thing: 
you frighten her out of her wits — she don't know what 
she's saying. 

EVELYN. 

Am I awake ? But this letter — ^this letter, received 
to-day 

LADY FRANKLIN (looking over the letter). 
Drummond's ! — ^from a banker ! 

EVELYN. 

Read — ^read. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

" Ten thousand pounds just placed to your account — 
from the same unknown friend to Alfred Evelyn." 
Oh, Clara, I know now why you went to Drummond's 
this morning ! 

EVELYN. 

Clara ! What ! — and the former one with the same 
signature — on the faith of which I pledged my hand 
and sacrificed my heart 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

Was written under my eyes, and the secret kept 
that— 
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EVELYN. 
Look up, look up, Clara — I am free ! — I am released ! 
you forgive me ? — ^you love me ? — ^you are mine ! We 
are rich — ^rich ! I can give you fortune, power, — I can 
devote to you my whole life, thought, heart, soul — I am 
all yours, Clara — ^my own — ^my wife ! 

SIR JOHN. 

A pretty mess you 've made of it, to humbug your 
own father ! And you, too, Lady Franklin — I am to 
thank you for this ! 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

You 've to thank me that she 's not now <m the road 
to Scotland with Sir Frederick; I chanced on them 
by the Park just in time to dissuade and save her. But, 
to do her justice, a hint of your displeasure was suffi- 
cient. 

GEORGINA (half sobbing). 

And you know, papa, you said this very morning that 
poor Frederick had been very ill used, and you would 
settle it all at the club. 

BLOUNT. 

Come, Sir John, you can only blame yourself and 
Evelyn's cunning device ! After all I 'm no such vewy 
bad match; and as for the 10,000/. 

EVELYN. 

I'll double it. Ah, Sir John, what's money without 
happiness ? 
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SIR JOHN. 

Pshaw — nonsense — stuflf! Don't humbug me. 

LADY FRANKLIN. 

But if you don't consent, she '11 have no husband at 
all. 

SIR JOHN. 

Hum ! there's something in that. — (Aside to Evelyn) 
Double it, will you ? Then settle it all tightly on her. 
Well — well — my foible is not avarice. Blount, make 
her happy. Child, I forgive you. — {Pinching her arm) 
Ugh, you fool ! 

GRAVES (to Lady Franklin). 

I 'm afraid it 's catching. What say you ? I feel 
the symptoms of matrimony creeping all over me. Shall 
we ? eh ? Shall we ? Frankly, now, frankly 

LADY franklin. 

Frankly, now, there 's my hand, on one condition, — 
that we finish our reel on the wedding-day. 

GRAVES. 

Accepted. Is it possible? Sainted Maria! thank 
Heaven you are spared this affliction. 

Enter Smooth. 

SMOOTH. 

How d' ye do, Alfred ? — I intrude, I fear ! Quite a 
family party. 

BLOUNT. 

Wish us joy, Smooth — Georgina 's mine, and — 
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SMOOTH. 

And our four friends there, apparently have made 
up another rubber. John, my dear boy, you look as if 
you had something at stake on the odd trick. 

SIR JOHN. 

Sir, you're very Confound the fellow! — and 

he 's a dead shot too ! 

Enter Stout and Glossmore hastily^ talking with 
each other. 

STOUT. 

I'm sure he's of our side; we've all the intel- 
ligence. 

GLOSSMORE. 

I 'm sure he 's of ours if his fortune is safe, for we 've 
all the property. 

STOUT. 

Just heard of your return, Evelyn ! Congratulate 
you. The great motion of the session is fixed for 
Friday. We count on your vote. Progress with the 
times ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

« 
Preserve the Constitution ! 

STOUT. 

Your money vrill do wonders for the party ! — 
Advance ! 

GLOSSMORE. 

The party respects men of your property! Stick 
fast! 
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EVfiLYN. 

I have the greatest respect, I assure you, for the 
worthy and intelligent flies upon both sides the wheel ; 
but whether we go too fast or too slow does not, I 
fancy, depend so much on the flies as on the Stout 
Gentleman who sits inside and pays the post-boys. Now 
all my politics as yet is to consider what's best for the 
Stout Gentleman ! 

SMOOTH. 

Meaning John Bull. Ce cher old John ! 

STOUT. 

I 'm as wise as I was before. 

GLOSSMORE. 

Sir,he'satrhnmer! 

EVELYN {to Clara). 

Ah, Clara, you — ^you have succeeded where wealth 
had failed ! You have reconciled me to the world and 
to mankind. My friends — ^we must confess it — ^amidst 
the humours and the follies, the vanities, deceits, and vices 
that play their part in the Great Comedy of life — ^it is 
our own fault if we do not find such natures, thJugh rare 
and few, as redeem the rest, brightening the shadows 
that are flimg from the form and body of the time with 
glimpses of the everlasting holiness of truth and love. 

GRAVES. 

But for the truth and the love, when founds to make 
us tolerably happy, we should not be without 
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LADY FRANKLIN. 

Good health ; 

GRAVES. 

Good spirits ; 

CLARA. 

A good heart ; 

SMOOTH. 

An innocent rubber ; 

BLOUNT. 

A pwoper degwee of pwudence ; 

STOUT. 

Enlightened opinions ; 

GLOSSMORE. 

Constitutional principles ; 

SIR JOHN. 

Knowledge of the world ; 

EVELYN. 

And plenty of Money ! 

THE END. 
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